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Knowing  there’s  a bit  of  sentiment  in  every 
heart  rebeves  me  of  the  least  hesitancy  in  sending 
adrift  this  bundle  of  the  sweetest  of  thoughts,  on 
a subject  that  appeals  to  all  alike — from  the  busy 
man  of  affairs  to  the  timid  little  maiden,  whose 
blushing  cheek  tells  far  plainer  than  words  her 
heart’s  desire.  It  may  cause  the  thoughts  of  the 
one  to  revert  to  the  happy  Has-beens,  and  of  the 
other  to  the  anticipation  of  possible  May-bees. 

Samuel  Francis  Woolard 


I desire  to  make  an  acknowledgment  of  my 
appreciation  to  publishers  and  others  who  have 
assisted  in  making  this  booklet  a possibility. 
The  help  of  the  various  publishers  who  gave 
their  kindly  consent  to  the  use  of  copyrighted 
poems  was  purely  a matter  of  Good  Fellowship. 
Others  contributed  as  an  exemplification  of 
The  Beauties  of  Friendship,  and  still  others 
from  their  desire  that  the  millions  of  readers 
obtain  in  one  volume — All  That’s  Love-ly. 

The  Compiler 


In  our  eagerness  to  give  our  friends  a helping 
hand  in  their  Love-ly  affairs,  we  offered  prizes  for 
the  best  definition  of  love. 

Many  hundreds  were  submitted,  and  from  all 
parts  of  the  United  States.  At  the  close  of  the 
contest  these  were  placed  in  the  hands  of  a com- 
mittee composed  of  Mr.  J.  Frank  Edmonds,  of 
Denver,  Colorado;  Miss  Nina  Isabel  Jennings,  of 
Paris,  Texas;  and  Miss  Mary  Alice  Murdock,  of 
Eldorado,  Kansas.  The  next  two  pages  will  show 
the  results  of  their  labor,  their  choice  being  in  order 
as  printed,  the  first  three  winning  the  prizes,  and 
the  others  receiving  most  favorable  comment. 

Space  alone  prevented  publishing  others  of  very 
great  merit. 

We  wish  to  thank  the  contributors,  one  and  all, 
and  at  the  same  time  express  our  gratitude  to 
the  committee  who  so  kindly  relieved  us  of  the 
responsibility  of  deciding  as  to  the  merits  of  the 
definitions  received. 
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LOVE 

Love — a psychological  condition,  or  state  of  mind — 
goes  where  it  is  sent,  or  attracted,  regardless  of  per- 
sonality— beauty — station — object — condition — wealth 
or  poverty. 

Saint  Louis  JAMES  L.  CLARK 

Love  is  the  essence  of  self  lost  in  the  being  of  another. 

Chanute,  Kansas  Mrs.  W.  M.  Gray 

Love  is  the  divine  reason  for  our  strange  existence, 
the  mainspring  of  our  best  endeavor,  and  the  measure 
of  supreme  reward. 

Neosho  Falls,  Kansas  FLORENCE  Snow 

Love  is  that  perfect  blending  of  physical,  mental, 
and  spiritual  attraction,  that  makes  the  person  loved 
seem  an  affinity  or  completion  of  the  other. 

Newfield,  N.  Y.  Mrs.  Mary  D.  Hendershot 

Love  is  the  height,  depth,  length  and  breadth  of 
the  holiest,  purest,  sweetest,  tenderest,  and  often 
saddest  emotions  the  human  heart  is  heir  to. 

Brockton,  N.  Y.  Mrs.  L.  R.  Roe 

Love  is  a fondness  excited  by  beauty  or  magnetism, 
for  which  dangers,  self  sacrifices,  suffering  and  hard- 
ships are  borne  unmurmuring,  even  counted  pleasure, 
for  love’s  sake. 

Braymer,  Mo.  BuFORD  BENSON  BrOCK 

Love  is  divine  fire  which  unites  us  with  our  kind, 
spiritually,  mentally  and  physically;  making  the  weak 
strong,  the  strong  powerful,  and  the  powerful  God-like. 

Winfield,  Kansas  BESSIE  BeLLMAN 

Love  is  the  greatest  stimulant  on  earth.  It  will 
buoy  you  up  under  more  difficulties  than  any  other 
known  force. 

Perry,  Okla.  Mrs.  Catherine  Van  Pelt 

The  ability  to  see  the  beautiful  others  miss,  to  miss 
the  evil  others  witness,  to  render  the  service  which 
only  springs  from  pure  good  will. 

Abilene,  Kansas  EDWARD  CAMPBELL  LlTTLE 

Love  is  that  God-given  feeling  which  honors  the 
parent,  cherishes  the  mate,  protects  the  offspring,  and 
unselfishly  labors  to  uplift  the  human  race. 

Ponca  City,  Okla.  F.  D.  WOODFORD 

Love  is  the  pulse  of  the  Creator;  the  human  heart 
is  the  musical  clock  which  marks  Time  in  the  symphony 
of  creation. 

Horton,  Kansas 


Mae  Lawson 
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Greatest  producer  of  happiness,  sorrow,  great  deeds, 
crimes;  most  powerful  uniter  of  souls;  disregarding 
race,  class,  age;  everyone’s  birthright,  without  which 
life  is  incomplete. 

Saint  Louis  VlOLA  G.  CAMPBELL 

Love  is  a glamour.  Through  this  witchery  we  may 
see  in  another  beauties  not  evident  to  ordinary  eyes, 
and  be  made,  for  the  time  happy. 

Wichita,  Kansas  GRACE  A.  HlLL 

A far-off  musical  strain  of  lost  Eden,  of  which  the 
elect  sometimes  hear  the  full  resonance,  and,  spell- 
bound, surprised  and  uplifted,  are  conceded  a glimpse 
of  Heaven  itself. 

Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico  Elena  ORTIZ 

Love  is  the  unspoken  language  and  the  perfume  of 
the  soul.  It  is  the  influence  that  elevates  all  who 
come  under  its  sway. 

Wichita,  Kansas  Mrs.  L.  L.  Walker 

The  holiest  passion  in  the  heart  of  man;  that  which 
moulds  every  pure  thought  and  prompts  every  kind 
action. 

Newkirk,  Okla.  D.  Lafe  Huber 

Love,  true  love,  is  that  which  can  give  the  most 
without  asking  or  demanding  anything  in  return. 

Tyler,  Texas  Mazie  HaMMOND 

Love  is  that  affinity  of  souls  which  binds  hearts 
together  and  draws  them  close  to  God,  making  Heaven 
possible  here  as  well  as  hereafter. 

Peabody,  Kansas  ManSIE  LeSHER 

Love  is  a wireless  message  between  two  souls,  com- 
municative by  two  hearts  attuned  to  beat  in  har- 
monious unity. 

Greenville,  Illinois  CLAUDIA  WATTS 

Love,  like  the  air  surrounding  us,  is  invisible; 
filling  our  souls  with  life  and  light  from  an  unseen 
source,  which  is  God,  who  is  love. 

Ithaca,  N.  Y.  HARRIET  W.  WHITE 

Love  is  the  center  pole  in  the  circus  tent  of  life; 
and  how  we  all  caper  around  it. 

Birmingham,  Ala.  W.  W.  McCRAE 

That  time-long,  world-wide  mystery 
That  never  has  been  solved, 

In  which  each  mortal  man  and  maid 
Has  sometime  been  involved. 

Topeka,  Kansas  Henry  W.  Roby,  M.  D. 
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Love  is  the  only  bow  on  life’s  dark  cloud.  It  is 
the  morning  and  evening  star.  It  shines  on  the  babe, 
and  sheds  its  radiance  on  the  quiet  tomb.  It  is  the 
mother  of  art;  inspirer  of  poet,  patriot  and  phil- 
osopher. It  is  the  air  and  light  of  every  heart;  builder 
of  every  home;  kindler  of  every  fire  on  the  hearth; 
it  was  the  first  dress  of  immortality.  It  fills  the 
world  with  melody,  for  music  is  the  voice  of  love. 
Love  is  the  magician,  the  enchanter  that  changes 
worthless  things  to  joy  and  makes  right  royal  queens 
and  kings  of  common  clay.  It  is  the  perfume  of  that 
wonderful  flower,  the  heart,  and  without  that  sacred 
passion,  that  divine  swoon,  we  are  less  than  beasts, 
but  with  it — earth  is  Heaven  and  we  are  gods. 

— Robert  G.  Ingersoll 
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LIFE’S  GIFTS 

When  I grow  gray  and  men  shall  say  to  me, 

“What  was  the  worth  of  living,  truly  told? 

Lo!  thou  hast  lived  thy  life  out;  thou  art  old; 

Thou  hast  gathered  fruit  from  many  a green-leaved 
tree, 

And  kissed  love’s  lips  by  many  a summer  sea, 

And  twined  soft  hands  in  locks  of  shining  gold, 

But  all  thy  days  are  dead  days  now,  behold! 

Life  passes  onward, — what  is  life  to  thee?” 

Then  will  I answer, — as  thy  gracious  eyes, 

Love,  gleam  upon  me  from  dim  far-off  skies — 

“Life  had  its  endless,  deathless  charm, — and  still 
That  charm  weaves  rapture  round  me  at  my  will 
Life  has  its  glory, — for  I have  seen  Thee; 

And  roses,  and  June  sunsets, — and  the  sea.” 

— George  Barlow 


EARLY  LOVE 

Ah,  I remember  well  (and  how  can  I 
But  evermore  remember  well?)  when  first 
Our  flame  began,  when  scarce  we  knew  what  was 
The  flame  we  felt;  when  as  we  sat  and  sighed, 

And  looked  upon  each  other,  and  conceived 
Not  what  we  ailed,  yet  something  we  did  ail, 

And  yet  were  well,  and  yet  we  were  not  well, 

And  what  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell. 

Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look;  and  thus, 
In  that  first  garden  of  our  simpleness, 

We  spent  our  childhood.  But  when  years  began 
Would  she  with  sterner  looks,  with  graver  brow 
Check  my  presumption  and  my  forwardness! 

Yet  still  would  give  me  flowers,  still  would  show 
What  she  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know. 

— Samuel  Daniel 
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A SONG  FOR  THE  GIRL  I LOVE 

A song  for  the  girl  I love — 

God  love  her! 

A song  for  the  eyes  that  tender  shine, 

And  the  fragrant  mouth  that  melts  on  mine, 

The  shimmering  tresses  uncontrolled 
That  clasp  her  neck  with  tendrils  of  gold; 

And  the  blossom  mouth  and  the  dainty  chin. 

And  the  little  dimples  out  and  in. 

The  girl  I love — 

God  love  her! 

A song  for  the  girl  I loved — 

God  loved  her! 

A song  for  the  eyes  of  faded  light, 

And  the  cheek  whose  red  rose  waned  to  white, 

And  the  quiet  brow,  with  its  shadow  and  gleam, 
And  the  dark  lashes  drooped  in  a long  deep  dream 
And  the  small  hands  crossed  for  their  church-yard 
rest, 

And  the  lilies  dead  on  her  sweet  dead  breast. 

The  girl  I loved — 

God  loved  her! 

— Frederick  Langbridge 


A WOMAN’S  ANSWER 

I love,  too,  to  be  loved;  all  loving  praise 
Seems  like  a crown  upon  my  life, — to  make 
It  better  worth  the  giving,  and  to  raise 

Still  nearer  to  your  own  the  heart  you  take. 

I love  all  good  and  noble  souls; — I heard 
One  speak  of  you  but  lately,  and  for  days, 

Only  to  think  of  it,  my  soul  was  stirred 

In  the  tender  memory  of  such  generous  praise. 

I love  all  those  who  love  you;  all  who  owe 
Comfort  to  you;  and  I can  find  regret 
Even  for  those  poorer  hearts  who  once  could  know 
And  once  could  love  you,  and  can  now  forget. 

Will  you  be  jealous?  Did  you  guess  before 
I loved  so  many  things?  Still  you  the  best, — 
Dearest,  remember  that  I love  you  more, 

O,  more  a thousand  times,  than  all  the  rest! 

— Adelaide  Anne  Procter 
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AT  ASHTABULA 

(IN  MEMORY  OF  PHILLIP  P.  BLISS) 

The  shrieks  and  groans  of  crushed  humanity 
Ring  out  upon  the  night  the  agony 
Of  victims  there.  The  maddening  sea  of  fire 
Comes  rushing  onward  and  the  flames  leap  higher 
From  ’neath  this  wreck  is  heard  a woman's  cry, 
“Good-bye  my  love;  my  dear,  a long  good-bye.” 
Now  frantic  men,  to  free  her  try  in  vain, 

And  fainter  now  is  heard  the  voice  again. 

They  nobly  work,  but  ah!  it  is  too  late, 

For  they  must  flee  and  leave  her  to  her  fate 
“O  gentle  love,  thy  hand  clasped  in  mine  own, 

I’ll  stay  with  thee  until  the  end  shall  come.” 

Close  by  her  side  he  knelt,  for  death  to  wait 
Close  by  her  side  he  entered  Heaven’s  gate. 

He  gave  his  love  while  living,  to  his  wife, 

And  loving  her,  he  gave  to  her,  his  life. 

— Georgia  McCoy 


A LOVE  SONG 

As  drooping  fern  for  dew  drops 
For  flowers  the  bee, 

Wave-weary  birds  for  woodlands, 

Sing  I for  thee. 

As  rivers  seek  the  ocean 
Tired  things  their  nest, 

As  storm-worn  ships  their  haven, 

Seek  I thy  breast. 

— John  Todhunter 


If  stars  were  really  watching  eyes 
Of  angel  armies  in  the  skies, 

I.'should  forget  all  others  there, 

And  only  for  your  glances  care. 

And  if  your  eyes  were  really  stars 

With  leagues,  that  none  can  mete,'  for  bars, 
To  keep  me  from  their  longed-for  day, 

I could  not  feel  more  far  away. 

— F.  W.  Bourdillon 
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Generally  speaking,  love  is  the  universal  sense 
through  which  all  creation  communes  with  creation 
and  Creator,  as  shown  by  the  ripening  of  vegetation 
in  response  to  sunshine  and  rain;  the  dumb  brute's 
affection  for  its  offspring  and  fidelity  to  man,  and  man’s 
joy  in  the  companionship  of  kind,  acknowledgment 
of  a deity,  and  imitative  creative  accomplishment. 

Literally  speaking,  love  is  the  worship  of  an  attrac- 
tion— the  soul’s  response  to  the  mind’s  recognition 
of  that  element,  condition  or  thing  which  appeals 
most  strongly  to  human  nature — an  intense  desire 
for  whatever  the  individual  most  values.  To  the 
spiritual  it  is  the  uplifting  and  blending  of  the  human 
soul  with  the  God  soul;  to  the  lover  it  is  a longing  for, 
and  delight  in,  the  possession  of  an  earthly  affinity; 
in  the  parent  it  becomes  unselfish  devotion  and  pro- 
tective tenderness;  to  the  artist  it  means  beauty; 
to  the  musician,  harmony;  to  the  author,  fame;  to  the 
student,  knowledge;  to  the  miser,  wealth;  to  the  am- 
bitious, power;  to  the  selfish,  pleasure;  to  the  infatuated 
passion;  to  the  poet,  delight  in  all  the  joys  and  sym- 
pathy for  all  the  sorrows  of  mankind. 

— Isabel  Ambler  Gilman 


The  world  is  trying  an  experiment.  It  is  trying  to 
conduct  its  daily  life  abstracted  from  love.  Love 
stands  aside  and  watches.  Trade  has  said  its  first 
word  and  its  last  word.  Are  you  satisfied?  Do  you 
feel  as  if  you  have  your  just  return?  As  if  all  your 
sacrifice  and  work  and  slavery  has  had  its  just  return? 
You  have  the  full  return  of  the  profit  system.  Is  the 
return  enough?  Does  the  return  of  the  profit  system 
feed  your  spirit?  You  have  collected  all  that  the 
world  owes  you.  But  have  you  collected  love? 

— Horace  Traubel 


My  barque  has  at  last  glided  out  upon  the  smooth 
waters.  Married  to  a man  whom  I respect,  revere  and 
love,  who  understands  my  highest  flights  of  fancy, 
and  with  whom  complete  companionship  exists,  my 
literary  success  assured,  and  the  bugaboo  of  poverty 
at  last  removed,  you  can  imagine  how  serene  is  my 
happiness. 

— Mary  Wollstonecraft 
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TOUJOURS  AMOUR 

Prithee  tell  me,  Dimple-Chin, 

At  what  age  does  Love  begin? 

Your  blue  eyes  have  scarcely  seen 
Summers  three,  my  fairy  queen, 

But  a miracle  of  sweets, 

Soft  approaches,  sly  retreats, 

Show  the  little  archer  there, 

Hidden  in  your  pretty  hair; 

When  didst  learn  a heart  to  win? 

Prithee  tell  me,  Dimple-Chin! 

“Oh!”  the  rosy  lips  reply, 

“I  can’t  tell  you  if  I try. 

Tis  so  long  I can’t  remember: 

Ask  some  younger  lass  than  I.” 

Tell,  O tell  me,  Grizzled  Face, 

Do  your  heart  and  head  keep  pace? 

When  does  hoary  Love  expire, 

When  do  frosts  put  out  the  fire? 

Can  its  embers  burn  below 
All  that  chill  December  snow? 

Care  you  still  soft  hands  to  press, 

Bonnie  heads  to  smooth  and  bless? 

When  does  Love  give  up  the  chase? 

Tell,  O tell  me,  Grizzled  Face ! 

“Ah!”  the  wise  old  lips  reply, 

“Youth  may  pass  and  strength  may  die; 

But  of  Love  I can’t  foretoken: 

Ask  some  older  sage  than  I.” 

— Edmund  Clarence  Steadman 


A GAME  OF  THREE 

When  love  is  a game  of  three, 

One  heart  can  win  but  pain, 

While  two  between  them  share  the  joy 
That  all  had  hoped  to  gain. 

And  one  in  its  bitter  sadness 
Smiles  on — lest  the  others  see, 

But  two  in  their  new-found  gladness 
Forget  ’twas  a game  of  three. 

— Author  Unknown 


Fourteen 


All  That’s  Love-ly 


LITTLE  THINGS 

A good  bye  kiss  is  a little  thing; 

With  your  hand  on  the  door  to  go, 

But  it  takes  a venom  out  of  the  sting 
Of  a thoughtless  word  or  a cruel  fling 
That  you  made  an  hour  ago. 

A kiss  of  greeting  is  sweet  and  rare 
After  the  toil  of  the  day; 

And  it  smooths  the  furrows  plowed  by  care, 

The  lines  on  the  forehead  you  once  called  fair 
In  the  years  that  have  flown  away. 

’Tis  a little  thing  to  say,  “You  are  kind; 

I love  you,  my  dear,”  each  night; 

But  it  sends  a thrill  thro’  the  heart,  I find — 

For  Love  is  tender,  and  Love  is  blind — 

As  we  climb  life’s  rugged  height. 

We  starve  each  other  for  Love’s  caress; 

We  take,  but  we  do  not  give; 

It  seems  so  easy  some  soul  to  bless, 

But  we  dole  the  Love  grudgingly,  less  and  less, 

Till  ’tis  bitter  and  hard  to  live. 

— Andrew' Lang 


KISS  ME  SOFTLY 

Kiss  me  softly  and  speak  to  me  low, — 

Malice  has  ever  a vigilant  ear; 

What  if  malice  were  lurking  near? 

Kiss  me,  dear! 

Kiss  me  softly  and  speak  to  me  low. 

Kiss  me  softly  and  speak  to  me  low, — 

Envy  too  has  a watchful  ear; 

What  if  envy  should  chance  to  hear? 

Kiss  me,  dear! 

Kiss  me  softly  and  speak  to  me  low. 

Kiss  me  softly  and  speak  to  me  low, — 

Trust  me,  darling,  the  time  is  near 
When  lovers  may  love  with  never  a fear, — 

Kiss  me,  dear! 

Kiss  me  softly  and  speak  to  me  low. 

— John  Godfrey  Saxe 
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BE  MY  SWEETHEART 

Sweetheart,  be  my  sweetheart, 

When  birds  are  on  the  wing; 

When  bee,  and  bud  and  babbling  flood 
Bespeak  the  birth  of  Spring. 

Come,  sweetheart,  be  my  sweetheart 
And  wear  this  posy  ring. 

Sweetheart,  be  my  sweetheart 

When  falls  the  bounteous  year; 

When  the  fruit  and  wine  of  tree  and  vine 
Give  us  their  harvest  sheer 

O,  sweetheart,  be  my  sweetheart, 

For  winter  it  draweth  near. 

Sweetheart,  be  my  sweetheart, 

When  the  year  i s white  and  old ; 

When  the  fire  of  youth  is  spent  forsooth, 

And  the  hand  of  age  is  cold. 

Yes,  sweetheart,  be  my  sweetheart, 

Till  the  year  of  our  love  is  old. 

— Eugene  Field. 

From  “Songs  and  Other  Verses;”  Copyright,  1896,  by  Julia 
Sutherland  Field;  Published  by  Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 


BELIEVE  ME 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms 
Which  I gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day, 

Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms, 
Like  fairy-gifts  fading  away, 

Thou  would’st  still  be  adored,  as  this  moment  thou  art, 
Let  thy  lovliness  fade  as  it  will; 

And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart 
Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still. 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own, 

And  thy  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a tear, 

That  the  fervor  and  faith  of  a soul  can  be  known, 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear; 

No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  loved  never  forgets, 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close 
As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets, 

The  same  look  which  she  turned  when  he  rose. 

— Thomas  Moore 
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When  life’s  all  love,  ’tis  life:  aught  else,  ’tis  naught. 

— Sidney  Lanier 

All  help  must  be  mutual.  No  man  can  help  a 
woman  unless  she  helps  him — the  benefit  of  help 
lies  as  much  in  the  giving  as  in  the  receiving. 

— Harriet  Taylor 


Love!  what  a volume  in  a word!  an  ocean  in  a tear! 
A seventh  heaven  in  a glance!  a whirlwind  in  a sigh! 
The  lightning  in  a touch — a millenium  in  a moment! 

— M.  F.  Tupper 


Rosalind.  But  are  you  so  much  in  love  as  your 
rhymes  speak? 

Orlando.  Neither  rhyme  nor  reason  can  express 


how  much. 


— Shakespeare 


Love-capacity  is  a congenital  endowment,  and  I 
think,  after  a while  one  gets  to  know  the  warm-hued 
natures  it  belongs  to  from  the  pretty  pipe-clay  coun- 
terfeits  of  them.  _o.  w.  Holmes 


One  reason  why  religion  remains  on  such  a material 
plane  for  many  is  because  they  have  never  known  a 
great  and  vitalizing  love;  a love  where  intellect,  spirit 
and  sex  finds  its  perfect  mate.  Ren\n 


What  is  it  that  love  does  to  a woman?  Without 
it  she  only  sleeps;  with  it,  alone,  she  lives. — Ouida. 
Love  is  like  the  creeping  vine,  withers  if  it  has  nothing 
to  embrace. — Nisumi.  There  are  two  powers;  love 
the  creative  power,  and  hate,  the  destructive  power. 

— Empedocles 


Love  is  the  river  of  life  in  this  world.  Think  not 
that  ye  know  it  who  stand  at  the  little  tinkling  rill, 
the  first  small  fountain.  Not  until  you  have  gone 
through  the  rocky  gorges,  and  not  lost  the  stream; 
not  until  you  have  gone  through  the  meadow,  and  the 
stream  has  widened  and  deepened  until  fleets  could 
ride  on  its  bosom;  but  until  beyond  the  meadow  you 
have  come  to  the  unfathomable  ocean,  and  poured 
your  treasures  into  its  depths, — not  until  then  can 
you  know  what  love  is. 

— Henry  Ward  Beecher 
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GOOD-NIGHT 

Good  night!  Ah!  no;  the  hour  is  ill 
Which  severs  those  it  should  unite; 

Let  us  remain  together  still, — 

Then  it  will  be  good  night 

How  can  I call  the  lone  night  good, 

Though  thy  sweet  wishes  wing  its  flight? 

Be  it  not  said,  thought,  understood, — 

Then  it  will  be — good  night. 

To  hearts  which  near  each  other  move 
From  evening  close  to  morning  light 
The  night  is  good;  because,  my  love, 

They  never  say  good  night. 

— Percy  Bysshe  Shelley 


SEPARATION 

If  it  were  land,  Oh,  weary  feet  would  travel! 

If  it  were  sea,  a ship  might  cleave  the  wave; 

If  it  were  Death,  sad  love  could  look  to  Heaven 
And  see,  through  tears,  the  sunlight  on  the  grave. 
Not  land,  or  sea,  or  death  keeps  us  apart, 

But  only  thou,  Oh,  unforgiving  heart! 

If  it  were  land,  through  pricking  stones  I’d  travel; 

If  it  were  sea,  I’d  cross  to  thee  or  die; 

If  it  were  Death,  I’d  tear  life’s  veil  asunder. 

That  I might  see  thee  with  a clearer  eye. 

Oh,  none  of  these  could  keep  our  souls  apart; 

Forget,  forgive,  Oh,  unforgiving  Heart! 

— Anna  Reeve  Aldrich 


LIFE  AND  DEATH 

To  look  for  thee — sigh  for  thee — cry  for  thee, 

Under  my  breath, 

To  clasp  but  a shade  where  thy  head  hath  been  laid 
It  is  death. 

To  long  for  thee — yearn  for  thee — bum  for  thee — 
Sorrow  and  strife! — 

But  to  have  thee — and  hold  thee — and  fold  thee — 
It'isTife — it  is  life! 


— Pall  Mall  Budget 
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MARGARET  ALONE;1  |AT  HER  SPINNING  WHEEL 

(From  Faust) 

My  heart’s  oppress’d,  my  peace  is  o’er; 

I know  no  rest,  no,  nevermore. 

The  world’s  a grave  where  he  is  not; 

And  grief  is  now  my  bitter  lot. 

My  wilder’d  brain  is  overwrought; 

My  feeble  senses  are  distraught. 

My  heart’s  oppress’d,  my  peace  is  o’er; 

I know  no  rest,  no,  nevermore- 

For  him  I watch  the  live-long  day, 

For  him  alone  abroad  I stray. 

His  lofty  step,  his  bearing  high, 

The  smile  of  his  lip,  the  power  of  his  eye! 

His  witching  words,  their  tones  of  bliss, 

His  hand’s  fond  pressure,  and  then,  his  kiss! 

My  heart’s  oppress’d,  my  peace  is  o’er, 

I know  no  rest,  no,  nevermore. 

My  bosom  aches  to  feel  him  near, 

Ah,  could  I clasp  and  fold  him  here ! 

In  love’s  fond  blisses  entranc’d  I’d  he 
And  die  on  his  kisses,  in  ecstasy. 

— Goethe 


AT  OUR  BEST 

Have  you  ever  noticed  the  change  it  makes 
In  a woman’s  face 

And  her  heart  and  her  life,  that  were  cold  and  dull 
And  slightly  inclined  to  commonplace, 

When  love  shines  on  them?  How  there  breaks 
Over  her  nature  a wave  of  gold, 

Bringing  out  beauty  unknown  before, 

Mellowing,  widening  more  and  more, 

Lifting  her  up  till  her  eyes  behold 
Ever  new  blooms  for  her  hands  to  cull, 

So  she  and  her  life  grow  beautiful? 

O,  there’s  never  a woman,  east  or  west, 

But  must  live  in  love’s  sunshine 
To  live  her  best. 


— Clara  W.  Bronson 
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BECAUSE 

It  is  not  because  your  heart  is  mine — mine  only — 
Mine  alone; 

It  is  not  because  you  chose  me,  weak  and  lonely 
For  your  own; 

Not  because  the  earth  is  fairer,  and  the  skies 
Spread  above  you 

Are  more  radiant  for  the  shining  of  your  eyes — 

That  I love  you  1 

But  because  this  human  love,  though  true  and  sweet— 
Yours  and  mine — 

Has  been  sent  by  Love  more  tender,  more  complete, 
More  divine; 

That  it  leads  our  hearts  to  rest  at  last  in  Heaven, 

Far  above  you; 

Do  I take  you  as  a gift  that  God  has  given — 

And  I love  you! 

— Adelaide  Anne  Procter 


The  red  rose  whispers  of  Spring, 

And  the  white  rose  breathes  of  love; 

Ah,  the  red  rose  is  a falcon 
And  the  white  rose  is  a dove. 

But  I send  you  a cream-white  rose-bud, 

With  a flush  on  its  petal  tips; 

For  the  love  that  is  purest  and  sweetest 
Has  a kiss  of  desire  on  the  lips. 

— John  Boyle  O’Reilly 


Who  seeks  for  heaven  alone  to  save  his  soul, 

May  keep  the  path,  but  will  not  reach  the  goal; 
While  he  who  walks  in  love  may  wander  far, 

Yet  God  will  bring  him  where  the  blessed  are. 

— Henry  VanDyke 


A woman  despises  a man  for  loving  her,  unless  she 
happens  to  return  his  love. — Elizabeth  Stoddard. 
LOVE  “Sympathy  of  Sentiment.” 
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Love  one  human  being  with  warmth  and  purity, 
and  thou  wilt  love  the  world. — Richter. 

One  half,  the  finest  half,  of  life  is  hidden  from  the 
man  who  does  not  love  with  passion. — Henri  Beyle 

There  is  nothing  holier  in  this  life  of  ours  than  the 
first  consciousness  of  love,  the  first  fluttering  of  its 
silken  wings.  -Longfellow 

Love — a deep  interest  in  another  being — what  a 
charm  there  is  in  it,  inexpressible,  indefinable.  It  is 
the  light  of  life.  — William  Ellery  Channinq 

Nothing  in  love  can  be  premeditated;  it  is  as  a 
power  divine,  that  thinks  and  feels  within  us,  un- 
swayed  by  our  control.  _Madame  de  Stael 


Love  knows  no  motive,  it  seems  to  be  a divine 
power  that  works  and  thinks  within  us,  taking  entire 
possession  of  us,  our  having  no  control  over  it. 

— Madame  de  Stael 


Love  teaches  cunning  even  to  innocence;  and  when 
he  gets  possession  his  first  work  is  to  dig  deep  within 
a heart,  and  there  lie  hid,  and  like  a miser  in  the  dark 


to  feast  alone. 


— John  Dryden 


A happiness  that  is  quite  undisturbed  becomes  tire- 
fiome;  we  must  have  ups  and  downs;  the  difficulties 
which  are  mingled  with  love  awaken  passion  and 
increase  pleasure.  -Moliere 

A strong  love,  seizing  an  object  firmly,  ardently, 
discovering  the  means  to  it,  is  not  easily  discouraged, — 
is  conscious  of  a power  treasured  up  in  its  own  fervour, 
— is  keen-eyed  to  discern  opportunities.  Oh,  what 
can  it  not  achieve! 

— William  Ellery  Channinq 

Love  is  the  most  powerful  of  spells,  every  other 
species  of  sorcery  must  yield  to  it.  There  is  but  one 
power  against  which  it  is  helpless.  What  is  that? 
It  is  not  fire,  it  is  not  water,  it  is  not  air,  it  is  not  earth 
with  ail  its  metals;  it  is  time. 


— Heine 
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START  AND  GOAL 

What  is  the  beginning?  Love, 

What  the  course?  Love  still. 

What  the  goal?  The  goal  is  love 
On  the  happy  hill. 

Is  there  nothing  then  but  Love, 

Search  we  sky  or  earth, 

There  is  nothing  out  of  Love 
Hath  perpetual  worth: 

All  things  flag  but  only  Love, 

All  things  fail  and  flee; 

There  is  nothing  left  but  Love 
Worthy  you  and  me. 

— Christina  G.  Rossetti 


LOVE 

It  helps  us  to  bear  with  the  trouble; 

It  helps  us  to  stand  in  the  strife; 

It  brightens  the  skies 
For  the  sorrowing  eyes, 

And  lightens  the  burden  of  life. 

It  makes  the  rose  bloom  in  the  desert, 

And  brings  down  the  dew  on  the  sod; 

And  tempests  they  beat 
And  the  pathway  is  sweet 

With  the  roses  and  lilies  of  God. 

— Frank  L.  Stanton 


YEARNING 

When,  to  untimely  close  is  brought  the  day, 

By  burnishing  clouds  that  from  the  void  of  grey 
Come  drifting  low  across  the  setting  sun; 

When  night  birds  call  their  mates  and  day  is  done, 

I call  to  you. 

When  sleeps  the  world  from  turmoil  of  the  throng; 
When  darkness  stretches  through  the  drear  night  long; 
I,  hungry-hearted,  yearn  for  you,  and  kiss 
The  place  your  dear  head  rested,  and  so  miss 
The  touch  of  you. 

— Ruth  Crosby  Dimmick 
Washington,  D.  C.,  July  3,  1907. 
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PENANCE 

He  kissed  me — and  I know  ’twas  wrong, 

For  he  was  neither  kith  nor  kin. 

Need  one  do  penance  very  long 
For  such  a tiny  little  sin? 

He  pressed  my  hand — that  wasn’t  right! 

Why  will  men  have  such  wicked  ways? 

It  wasn’t  for  a minute  quite, 

But  in  it  there  were  days  and  days! 

There’s  mischief  in  the  moon  I know; 

I’m  positive  I saw  her  wink 
When  I requested  him  to  go; 

I meant  it,  too,  I almost  think. 

But,  after  all,  I’m  not  to  blame, 

He  took  the  kiss ! I do  think  men 
Are  quite  without  the  sense  of  shame ! 

I wonder  when  he’ll  come  again. 

— Author  Unknown 


AT  NOON  AND  MIDNIGHT 

Far  in  the  night,  and  yet  no  rest  for  him!  The  pillow 
next  his  own 

The  wife’s  sweet  face  in  slumber  pressed — yet  he 
awake — alone!  alone! 

In  vain  he  courted  sleep: — one  thought  would  ever 
in  his  heart  arise, — 

The  harsh  words  that  at  noon  had  brought  the  tear- 
drops to  her  eyes. 

Slowly  on  lifted  arms  he  raised  and  listened.  All  was 
still  as  death; 

He  touched  her  forehead  as  he  gazed,  and  listened 
yet,  with  bated  breath: 

Still  silently,  as  though  he  prayed,  his  lips  moved 
lightly  as  she  slept — 

For  God  was  with  him,  and  he  laid  his  face  with  hers 
and  wept. 

— James  Whitcomb  Riley 

From  Pipes  O'Pan  at  Zekesbury,  Copyright  1888.  Used  by 

special  permission  of  the  publishers,  The  Bobbs-Merrill  Co. 
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YOU  REMAIN 

As  a perfume  doth  remain, 

In  the  folds  where  it  hath  lain, 

So  the  thought  of  you,  remaining 
Deeply  folded  in  my  brain, 

Will  not  leave  me;  all  things  leave  me; 

You  remain. 

Other  thoughts  may  come  and  go, 

Other  moments  I may  know, 

That  shall  waft  me,  in  their  going, 

As  a breath  blown  to  and  fro; 

Fragrant  memories,  fragrant  memories 
Come  and  go. 

Only  thoughts  of  you  remain 

In  my  heart  where  they  have  lain, 
Perfumed  thoughts  of  you,  remaining 
A hid  sweetness,  in  my  brain. 

Others  leave  me;  all  things  leave  me: 

You  remain. 

— Arthur  Symons 


WON’T  YOU 

Do  you  remember  when  you  heard 
My  lips  breathe  love’s  first  faltering  word? 

You  do,  sweet — don’t  you? 

When,  having  wandered  all  the  day, 

Linked  arm  in  arm  I dared  to  say, 

You’11  love  me — won’t  you? 

And  when  you  blushed,  and  could  not  speak, 

I fondly  kissed  your  glowing  cheek; 

Did  that  affront  you? 

Oh,  surely  not;  your  eye  exprest 
No  wrath,  but  said,  perhaps  in  jest, 

“You’ll  love  me — won’t  you?” 

I’m  sure  my  eyes  replied,  “I  will;” 

And  you  believe  that  promise  still; 

You  do,  sweet — don’t  you? 

Yes,  yes,  when  age  has  made  our  eyes 
Unfit  for  questions  or  replies, 

You’ll  love  me — won’t  you? 

— Thomas  Haynks  Bayly 
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No  man  ever  lived  a right  life  who  had  not  been 
chastened  by  a woman’s  love,  strengthened  by  her 
courage  and  guided  by  her  discretion. — John  Ruskin. 
There  can  he  no  coolness,  no  lassitude,  no  doubt,  no 
half  fire  and  half  smoke  state  of  mind  in  a real  lover. — 
Dickens.  The  same  love  that  tempts  us  into  sin — 
if  it  be  true  love — works  out  its  own  redemption. — 
Lytton.  Love  at  first  sight  is  a trite  expression 
quite  sufficiently  discussed — enough  that  in  certain 
smouldering  natures,  that  passion  leaps  into  a blaze 
and  makes  such  a head  as  fire  does  in  a rage  of  wind. 
— Dickens.  “Women  should  grave  this  in  their 
memories:  that  man  alone  is  worthy  of  their  love 
who  has  judged  them  worthy  of  his  respect.”  A 
woman  who  pretends  to  laugh  at  love  is  like  the  child 
who  sings  at  night  when  he  is  afraid. — Fouseau. 
Who  ever  has  loved  knows  all  that  life  contains  of 
sorrow  and  of  joy. — George  Sand.  All  the  evil  that 
women  have  done  to  us  comes  from  us;  all  the  good 
they  have  done  to  us  comes  from  them. — Martin. 
“Maidens!  why  should  you  worry  in  choosing  whom 
you  should  marry?  Choose  whom  you  may,  you  will 
find  you  have  got  somebody  else.” — A foolish 
world  is  prone  to  laugh  in  public  at  what  in  private 
it  renders  as  one  of  the  highest  impulses  of  our  nature, 
namely,  love. — Longfellow.  Love  is  the  business 
of  the  idle,  and  the  idleness  of  the  busy. — Bulwer 
Lytton.  Love  is  the  poetry  of  the  senses — it  is  the 
beginning — the  middle  and  the  end  of  every  thing. 
— Travis  Henderson.  Give  all  to  love;  obey  thy 
heart;  friends,  kindred,  days,  estate,  good  fame, 
plans,  credit  and  the  muse;  nothing  refuse.  Give 
all  to  love. — Emerson.  Love  is  ownership.  We 
own  whom  we  love.  The  universe  is  God’s  because 
He  loves. — Henry  Ward  Beecher.  Love’s  plant 
must  be  watered  with  tears  and  tended  with  care. — 
Danish  Proverb.  No  love  is  as  bad  as  lack  of  love. 
One  loving  may  improve,  but  one  not  loving  has  little 
chance  but  to  spoil. — Austin  Bierbower.  It  is  better 
to  love  wisely,  no  doubt,  but  to  love  foolishly  is  better 
than  not  to  he  able  to  love  at  all. — William  Make- 
peace Thackeray.  Riches  take  wings,  comforts 
vanish,  hope  withers  away,  but  love  stays  with  us. 
Love  is  God. — Lew  Wallace.  We  are  all  bom 
for  love.  It  is  the  principle  of  existence  and  its 
only  end. — Disraeli. 
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A WOMAN’S  REASON 

There  is  a reason  now  for  life  and  death, — 

A reason  why  one’s  heart  beats,  and  one’s  breath 
Comes  quicker  at  the  light  touch  of  a hand, — 

My  reason  makes  it  summer  in  the  land; 

Once  from  all  pain  I longed  all  earth  to  free, 

But  now  there  is  a reason  Pain  should  be, 

Since  some  day  I might  bear  it  patiently 
Because — because — I love  you. 

And  now — my  hand  clings  closer  to  your  breast, 
Bend  your  head  lower  while  I say  the  rest, 

The  greatest  change  of  all  is  this — that  I, 

Who  used  to  be  so  cold,  so  fierce,  so  shy, 

In  the  sweet  moment  that  I feel  you  near, 

Forget  to  be  ashamed,  and  know  no  fear, 

Forget  that  Life  is  sad  and  Death  is  drear, 
Because — because — I love  you. 

— Francis  Hodgson  Burnett 


LOVE 

There  is  no  life  on  earth  but  being  in  love  I 
There  are  no  studies,  no  delights,  no  business 
No  intercourse,  or  trade  of  sense,  or  soul, 

But  what  is  love  I I was  the  laziest  creature, 

The  most  unprofitable  sign  of  nothing. 

The  veriest  drone,  and  slept  away  my  life 
Beyond  the  dormouse,  till  I was  in  love! 

And  now  I can  outwake  the  nightingale, 

Outwatch  an  usurer,  and  outwalk  him  too! 

Stalk  like  a ghost  that  haunted  ’bout  a treasure; 
And  all  that  fancied  treasure,  it  is  love! 

— Ben  Jonson 


TILL  I WAKE 

When  I am  dying,  lean  over  me  tenderly,  softly; 

Stoop,  as  the  yellow  roses  droop  in  the  wind  from  the 
South. 

So  I may,  when  I wake,  if  there  be  an  Awakening, 

Keep  what  lulled  me  to  sleep — the  touch  of  your 
lips  on  my  mouth. 


Lawrence  Hope 
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The  desire  for  friendship  is  strong  in  every  human 
heart.  We  crave  the  companionship  of  those  who 
can  understand.  The  nostalgia  of  life  presses,  we 
sigh  for  “home”  and  long  for  the  presence  of  one 
who  sympathizes  with  our  aspirations,  comprehends 
our  hopes  and  is  able  to  partake  of  our  joys.  A thought 
is  not  our  own  until  we  impart  it  to  another,  and  the 
confessional  seems  a crying  need  of  every  human  soul. 
One  can  bear  grief  but  it  takes  two  to  be  glad.  We 
reach  the  divine  through  some  one,  and  by  dividing  our 
joy  with  this  one  we  double  it,  and  come  in  touch  with 
the  Universe.  The  sky  is  never  so  blue,  the  birds 
never  sing  so  blithely,  our  acquaintances  are  never 
so  gracious  as  when  we  are  filled  with  love  for  some 

one'  — Elbert  Hubbard 


All  that  has  been  written  in  song  or  told  in  story 
of  love  and  its  effects,  falls  far  short  of  its  reality;  its 
evils  and  its  blessings,  its  impotence  and  its  power, 
its  sin  and  its  holiness,  its  weakness  and  its  strength, 
will  continue  the  theme  of  nature  and  of  art,  until 
the  great  pulse  of  the  universe  is  stilled.  Arising 
from  the  depths  of  misery,  descending  from  heaven 
the  most  direct  and  evident  manifestation  of  a divine 
and  self-sacrificing  spirit,  it  is  at  once  the  tyrant  and 
the  slave;  happier  as  the  latter  than  as  the  former, 
for  the  perfection  of  love  is  obedience;  the  power  of 
obeying  what  we  love,  is,  at  all  events,  the  perfection 
of  a woman’s  happiness.  _Nicholas  Qrimbold 


Theoretically  men  admire  “reasonable  women,” 
with  the  uncommon  quality  which  is  called  “common 
sense,”  but  it  is  the  woman  of  caprice,  the  sweet, 
illogical  despot  of  a thousand  minds,  who  is  most 
often  and  most  tenderly  loved.  Man  is  by  nature  a 
discoverer.  It  is  not  beauty  which  holds  him,  but 
rather  mystery  and  charm.  -Myrtle  Reed 


When  we  lose  one  we  love,  our  bitterest  tears  are 
called  forth  by  the  thought  of  the  hours  when  our 
love  had  been  all  too  slight.  If  we  always  had  smiled 
on  the  one  who  is  gone,  there  would  be  no  despair 
in  our  grief;  and  some  sweetness  would  cling  to  our 
tears,  reminiscent  of  virtues  and  happiness. 

— Maurice  Maeterlinck 
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A KISS  IN  THE  RAIN 

One  stormy  night  I chanced  to  meet 
A lassie  in  the  town: 

Her  locks  were  like  the  ripened  wheat, 

Her  laughing  eyes  were  brown. 

I watched  her,  as  she  tripped  along, 

Till  madness  filled  my  brain, 

And  then — and  then  I know  ’twas  wrong — 

I kissed  her  in  the  rain. 

With  rain-drops  shining  on  her  cheek, 

Like  dew-drops  on  a rose, 

The  little  lassie  strove  to  speak, 

My  boldness  to  oppose; 

She  strove  in  vain,  and,  quivering, 

Her  finger  stole  in  mine; 

And  then  the  birds  began  to  sing, 

The  sun  began  to  shine. 

Oh,  let  the  clouds  grow  dark  above, 

My  heart  is  light  below; 

’Tis  always  summer  when  we  love, 

However  winds  may  blow; 

And  I am  proud  as  any  prince, 

All  honors  I disdain; 

She  says  I am  her  rain-beau  since 
I kissed  her  in  the  rain. 

— Samuel  Minturn  Peck 


THE  LOST  IDEAL 

Tis  not  because  I loved  you  in  those  years, 

Those  early  years  that  will  not  come  again: 

That  would  not  make  this  wan  old  ghost  of  pain, 
That  walks  a stranger  to  the  balm  of  tears; 

Not  that  my  spirit  worshipped  at  your  feet, 

And  made  a marvel  of  so  plain  a thing: 

I would  not  grudge  the  blue-bird  to  the  Spring, 

Nor  wish  an  April  niggard  of  her  sweet; 

Not  what  I gave,  but  something  that  I missed, 

Vexes  my  vision  of  the  vanished  stars; 

Not  that  young  love  stored  up  too  many  tears, 

But  that  you  broke  the  vase  of  amethyst. 

— Charlotte  Wilson 
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THE  WOMAN  YOU  USED  TO  LOVE 

Did  you  ever  go  back  to  the  woman  you  used  to 
love,  after  it  was  all  over — the  heartache,  the  self  con- 
flict, the  numbness,  and  all  that — to  find  in  her  a 
friend  who  understood,  whose  spirit  had  grown  sweeter, 
finer,  truer  than  it  used  to  be  in  the  old  days  when  you 
loved  but  did  not  understand  how  beautiful  is  such 
a friendship,  and  how  rare?  There  is  a tenderness 
between  you,  a sincerity  of  truth,  a subtle  bond  of 
union  infinitely  greater  in  its  strength  and  firmness 
than  the  old-time  passion  ever  bore.  It  isn’t  love  as 
the  world  sees  it;  it  doesn’t  ruffle  you  or  make  you 
blind;  there  is  no  swift  and  frequent  alteration  of  ecstasy 
and  despair;  no  jealousy,  or  intoxication  of  the  senses, 
but  just  peace  and  natural  sympathy,  and  a subtle, 
quiet  gladness  of  the  soul.  You  never  quite  forget 
her,  even  though  you  meet  another  woman — which 
you  always  do — and  marry  her  for  love.  There  is 
always  the  fragrant  memory  of  the  other  woman, 
whom  you  loved  and  lost,  and  found  again  in  a friend 


who  understood. 


-Unacknowledged 


There  is  an  endearing  tenderness  in  the  love  of  a 
mother  to  a son,  that  transcends  all  other  affections 
of  the  heart.  It  is  neither  to  be  chilled  by  selfishness 
nor  daunted  by  danger,  nor  weakened  by  worthless- 
ness, nor  stifled  by  ingratitude.  She  wifi  orifice 
every  comfort  to  his  convenience;  she  will  surrender 
every  pleasure  to  his  enjoyment;  she  will  glory  in  his 
fame,  and  exult  in  his  prosperity;  and  if  adversity 
overtake  him,  he  will  be  the  dearer  to  her  by  mis- 
fortune; and  if  disgrace  settle  upon  his  name,  she  will 
still  love  and  cherish  him;  and  if  all  the  world  beside 
cast  him  off,  she  will  be  all  the  world  to  him. 

— Washington  Irving 

Nobody’s  sweetheart  is  ugly. — Dutch.  People  in 
love  think  other  people’s  eyes  are  out. — Spanish. 
Love  is  blind. — English.  Faults  are  thick  where 
love  is  thin. — Welsh.  To  love  and  to  be  wise  is  im- 
possible.— Spanish.  True  love  never  grows  heavy. 
Who  would  be  loved,  must  love.  Love  warms  more 
than  a thousand  fires.  Love  rules  without  law.  Love 
is  master  of  all  arts. — Italian.  Love  subdues  all 
but  the  ruffian’s  heart. — French. 
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YESTERDAY  AND  TO-DAY 
Yesterday 

It  is  so  wide,  this  great  world  vaulted  o’er 
By  the  blue  sky  clasping  white  shore  to  shore. 

And  yet  it  is  not  wide  enough  for  me ! 

I love  you  so — it  cannot  hold  my  love, 

There  is  not  space  in  Earth  or  Heaven  above. 

There  is  not  room  for  my  great  love  and  me. 

To-day 

It  is  so  wide,  this  great  world  vaulted  o’er 
By  the  sad  sky  clasping  dark  shore  to  shore. 

It  is  too  wide — it  is  too  wide  for  me ! 

Would  God  that  it  were  narrowed  to  a grave, 

And  I slept  quiet,  naught  hid  with  me  save 
The  Love  that  was  too  great — too  great  for  me. 

— Francis  Hodgson  Burnett 


SONNET 

Trust  me,  I have  not  earned  your  dear  rebuke, 

I love  as  you  would  have  me,  God  the  most; 
Would  love  not  you,  but  Him,  must  one  be  lost, 
Nor  with  Lot’s  wife  cast  back  a faithless  look, 
Unready  to  forego  what  I forsook. 

This  say  I,  having  counted  up  the  cost; 

This,  though  I be  the  feeblest  of  God’s  host; 
The  sorriest  sheep  Christ  shepherds  with  His  crook, 
Yet  while  I love  my  God  the  most,  I deem 
That  I can  never  love  you  overmuch; 

I love  Him  more,  so  let  me  love  you  too. 

Yea,  as  I apprehend  it,  love  is  such 
I cannot  love  you  if  I love  not  Him, 

I cannot  love  Him  if  I love  not  you. 


-Rossetti 
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YOU  KISSED  ME 

You  kissed  me!  My  head  had  dropped  low  on  your 
breast, 

With  a feeling  of  shelter  and  infinite  rest; 

And  a holy  emotion  my  tongue  dared  not  speak 
Flashed  up  in  a flame  from  my  heart  to  my  cheek. 
Your  arms  held  me  fast;  O,  your  arms  were  so  bold! 
Heart  beat  against  heart  in  their  passionate  fold; 
Your  glances  seemed  drawing  my  soul  through  my 
eyes 

As  the  sun  draws  the  mist  from  the  seas  to  the  skies; 
And  your  lips  clung  to  mine  till  I prayed  in  my  bliss, 
They  might  never  unclasp  from  that  rapturous  kiss. 

You  kissed  me!  My  heart  and  my  breath  and  my  will, 
In  delirious  joy  for  the  moment  stood  still. 

Life  had  for  me  then  no  temptations,  no  charms, 

No  vista  of  pleasure  outside  of  your  arms; 

And  were  I this  instant  an  angel,  possessed 
Of  the  peace  and  the  joy  that  are  given  the  blest, 

I would  fling  my  white  robes  unrepiningly  down 
And  tear  from  my  forehead  its  beautiful  crown, 

To  nestle  once  more  in  that  haven  of  rest, 

Your  lips  upon  mine,  my  head  on  your  breast. 

You  kissed  me!  My  soul  in  a bliss  so  divine 
Reeled  and  swooned  like  a drunken  man  foolish  with 
wine; 

And  I thought  'twere  delicious  to  die  then,  if  death 
Could  but  come  while  my  lips  were  yet  moist  with 
your  breath; 

'Twere  delicious  to  die  if  my  heart  might  grow  cold 
While  your  arms  clasped  me  round  in  that  passionate 
fold! 

And  these  are  the  questions  I ask  day  and  night; 

Must  my  life  taste  but  once  such  exquisite  delight? 
Would  you  care  if  your  breast  were  my  shelter  as  then 
And  if  you  were  here  would  you  kiss  me  again? 

— Cecil  Gardner 


You  love  not  me  and  all  the  world  is  gray; 

But  my  still  soul  approves  the  way; 

For  had  you  laid  life's  roses  in  my  lap 
I would  never  have  known  the  world  was  gray. 

— Elsa  Barker 
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’TIS  SWEET  TO  THINK 

’Tis  sweet  to  think,  that,  where’er  we  rove, 

We  are  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear, 

And  that,  when  we’re  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 
We’ve  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 

The  heart,  like  a tendril,  accustomed  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannot  flourish  alone, 

But  will  lean  to  the  nearest  and  loveliest  thing 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  and  make  closely  its  own. 

Then,  oh!  what  pleasure,  where’er  we  rove, 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  dear, 

And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We’ve  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 

’Twere  a shame  when  flowers  around  us  rise, 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn’t  there; 

And  the  world’s  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

’Twere  a pity  to  limit  one’s  love  to  a pair. 

Love’s  wing  and  the  peacock’s  are  nearly  alike, 

They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they’re  changeable 
too, 

And  wherever  a new  beam  of  beauty  can  strike, 

It  will  tincture  Love’s  plume  with  a different  hue. 

Then  oh!  what  pleasure,  where’er  we  rove, 

To  be  sure  to  find  something  still  that  is  dear, 

And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We’ve  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 

— Thomas  Moore 


PROPOSAL 

The  violet  loves  a sunny  bank 
The  cowslip  loves  the  lea, 

The  scarlet  creeper  loves  the  elm 
But  I love — thee. 

The  sunshine  kisses  mount  and  vale, 

The  stars,  they  kiss  the  sea, 

The  west  winds  kiss  the  clover  bloom, 

But  I kiss — thee. 

The  oriole  weds  his  mottled  mate, 

The  lily’s  bride  o’  the  bee; 

Heaven’s  marriage  ring  is  round  the  earth — 
Shall  I wed  thee? 


— Bayard  Taylor 
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THE  LANE 

“How  far  will  you  go  with  me,  my  love? 

To  the  stile,  or  the  bridge,  or  the  great  oak-tree? 
The  lane  is  a lonely  and  fearsome  place, 

And  there’s  no  one  journeying  there  but  me.” 

She  smiled  at  the  stile  with  a sweet  disdain; 

She  scoffed  at  the  bridge  and  the  great  oak-tree; 
And  looked  me  full  in  the  eyes  and  said, 

“I  will  go  to  the  end  of  the  lane  with  thee.” 

Then  I loved  her  anew,  with  a strange  fierce  love, 

As  high  as  the  stars  and  as  deep  as  the  sea; 

She  would  share  my  heaven  and  share  my  hell  I 
She  would  go  to  the  end  of  the  lane  with  me. 

— Richard  Wightman 


LOVE  FOR  LOVE’S  SAKE 

If  thou  must  love  me,  let  it  be  for  nought 
Except  for  love’s  sake  only.  Do  not  say 
“I  love  her  for  her  smile — her  look — her  way 
Of  speaking  gently — for  a trick  of  thought 
That  falls  in  well  with  mine,  and  certes  brought 
A sense  of  pleasant  ease  on  such  a day.” — 

For  these  things  in  themselves,  Beloved,  may 
Be  changed  or  change  for  thee — and  love  so  wrought 
May  be  unwrought  so.  Neither  love  'ne  for 
Thine  own  dear  pity’s  wiping  my  cw-ks  dry: 

A creature  might  forget  to  weep,  who  bore 
Thy  comfort  long,  and  lose  thy  love  thereby. 

But  love  me  for  love’s  sake,  that  evermore 
Thou  may’st  love  on  through  love’s  eternity. 

— Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning 


LINES  BY  TAJ  MAHOMED 

This  passion  is  but  an  ember 

Of  a Sun,  of  a Fire,  long  set; 

I could  not  live  and  remember, 

And  so  I love  and  forget. 

You  say,  and  the  tone  is  fretful, 

That  my  mourning  days  were  few 
You  call  me  over-forgetful — 

My  God!  if  you  only  knew! 


All  That’s  Love-ly 


Thirty-three 


If  you  are  not  ready  to  go  to  a desert  island  with 
the  man  of  your  choice,  then  there  is  something  wrong. 

— Katherine  Burrill 

Of  all  the  joys  we  can  experience  in  the  present, 
or  hope  for  in  the  life  to  come,  love  is  the  only  one 
worth  our  care  and  solicitude. 

— William  Lindsay  Alexander 

Love  need  never  seek.  If  we  make  ourselves  loving 
and  lovable,  we  may  be  sure  that  all  hearts  attuned 
to  the  same  chord  must  vibrate  responsively  through- 
out the  universe. 

— Charles  B.  Newcomb 

“Of  ten  thousand  men,  there  are  seven  or  eight 
thousand  who  love  women,  five  or  six  hundred  who 
love  woman,  one  who  loves  a woman.” 

— Alexander  Dumas 

Love,  that  geyser  of  the  soul,  can  melt  the  ice  and 
snow  of  the  most  frozen  regions;  wherever  its  warm 
springs  well  up,  there  glows  a southern  climate. 

— Braden 

Love  is  sparingly  soluble  in  the  words  of  men, 
therefore  they  speak  much  of  it;  but  one  syllable  of 
woman’s  speech  can  dissolve  more  of  it  than  a man’s 
heart  can  hold. 

— Holmes 

Love  is  swift,  sincere,  pious,  pleasant,  gentle,  strong, 
patient,  faithful,  prudent,  long-suffering,  manly, 
and  never  seeking  her  own;  for  wheresoever  a man 
seeketh  his  own,  there  he  falleth  from  love. 

— Thomas  A Kempis 

There  are  certain  fastnesses  within  our  soul  that  lie 
buried  so  deep  that  love  alone  dare  venture  down;  and  it 
returns  laden  with  undreamed-of  jewels,  whose  lustre 
can  only  be  seen  as  they  pass  from  our  open  hand  to 
the  hand  of  one  we  love. 

— Maurice  Maeterlinck 

In  the  most  perfect  love,  the  lovers’  happiness 
will  not  be  exactly  the  same,  be  their  union  ever  so 
close;  for  the  better  of  the  two  needs  must  love  with 
a love  that  is  deeper;  and  the  one  who  loves  with  a 
deeper  love  must  be  surely  the  happier. 

— Maurice  Maeterlinck 
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HOW  MANY  TIMES 

How  many  times  do  I love  thee,  dear? 

Tell  me  how  many  thoughts  there  be 
In  the  atmosphere 
Of  a new-fall’n  year, 

Whose  white  and  sable  hours  appear 
The  latest  flake  of  Eternity; 

So  many  times  do  I love  thee,  dear. 

How  many  times  do  I love  again? 

Tell  me  how  many  beads  there  are 
In  a silver  chain 
Of  the  evening  rain, 

Unraveled  from  the  tumbling  main, 

And  threading  the  eye  of  a yellow  star; 

So  many  times  do  I love  again. 

— Thomas  Lovell  Beddoes 


THE  TIME  I’VE  LOST  IN  WOOING 

The  time  I’ve  lost  in  wooing. 

In  watching  and  pursuing 
The  light  that  lies 
In  woman’s  eyes, 

Has  been  my  heart’s  undoing. 

Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me, 

I scorned  the  love  she  brought  me, 

My  only  books 
Were  woman’s  looks, 

And  folly’s  all  they’ve  taught  me. 

— Thomas  Moore 


LOVE— THE  ILLUSION 

Love  is  just  a cobweb  wet  with  morning  dew; 

Love  is  just  a fairy  spell — invisible  to  view — 

A tread — a touch  too  heavy  and  the  cobweb  is  not 
there, 

A sigh  too  long  and  lo ! the  spell  has  vanished  into  air ! 

Love  is  just  a morning-glory,  doomed  at  noon  to  die. 

Love  is  only  half  a story — told  in  passing  by; 

Love  is  gold  so  delicate  the  faintest  flame  would  melt  it. 
Love’s  Nothing;  but — God  help  the  man  wrho’s 
never  known  or  felt  it ! 


— Cause  Unknown 
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CREED 

I believe  if  I should  die, 

And  you  should  kiss  my  eyelids  when  I lie 

Cold,  dead  and  dumb  to  all  this  world  contains, 
The  folded  orbs  would  open  at  thy  breath, 

And  from  its  exile  in  the  isles  of  death, 

Life  would  come  gladly  back  along  my  veins. 

I believe  if  I were  dead, 

And  you  upon  my  lifeless  heart  should  tread, 

Not  knowing  what  the  poor  clod  chanced  to  be, 

It  would  find  sudden  pulse  beneath  the  touch 
Of  him  it  ever  loved  in  life  so  much, 

And  throb  again,  warm,  tender,  true  to  thee. 

I believe  if  on  my  grave, 

Hidden  in  woody  deeps  or  by  the  wave, 

Your  eyes  should  drop  some  warm  tears  of  regret 
From  every  salty  seed  of  your  dear  grief 
Some  fair,  sweet  blossom  would  leap  into  leaf, 

To  prove  death  could  not  make  my  love  forget. 

I believe  if  I should  fade 

Into  those  mystic  realms  where  light  is  made, 

And  you  should  long  once  more  my  face  to  see 
I would  come  forth  upon  the  hills  of  night, 

And  gather  stars,  like  fagots,  till  thy  sight, 

Led  by  their  beacon-blaze,  fell  full  on  me! 

I believe  my  faith  in  thee, 

Strong  as  my  life,  so  nobly  placed  to  be, 

I would  as  soon  expect  to  see  the  sun 
Fall  like  a dead  king  from  its  height  sublime, 

His  glory  stricken  from  the  throne  of  time, 

As  thee  unworth  the  worship  thou  hast  won. 

I believe  who  hath  not  loved, 

Hath  half  the  sweetness  of  his  life  unproved; 

Like  one,  who  with  the  grape  within  his  grasp, 
Drops  it  with  all  its  crimson  juice  unpressed, 

And  all  its  luscious  sweetness  left  unguessed, 

Out  from  his  careless  and  unheeding  clasp. 

I believe  love,  pure  and  true, 

Is  to  the  soul  a sweet,  immortal  dew 

That  gems  life’s  petals  in  its  hours  of  dusk — 

The  waiting  angels  see  and  recognize 
The  rich  crown-jewel,  love,  of  Paradise, 

When  life  falls  from  us  like  a withered  husk. 

— Mary  Ashley  Townsend 
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THIS  WOULD  I DO 

If  I were  a rose, 

This  would  I do: 

I would  lie  upon  the  white  neck  of  her  I love 

And  let  my  life  go  out  upon  the  fragrance 
Of  her  breath. 

If  I were  a star, 

This  would  I do: 

I would  look  down  deep  in  her  eyes, 

In  the  eyes  I love,  and  learn  there 
How  to  shine. 

If  I were  a truth  strong  as  the  Eternal  One, 

This  would  I do: 

I would  live  in  her  heart,  in  the  heart 

I know  so  well,  and 

Be  at  home. 

If  I were  a sin, 

This  would  I do: 

I would  fly  far  away,  and  though  her  soft  hand 

In  pity  were  stretched  out,  I would  not  stay,  but  fly 
And  leave  her  pure. 

— Constant  Runcia 


A QUESTION 

My  heart,  I will  put  thee  a question, 

Say,  what  is  love,  I entreat? 

Two  souls  with  one  thought  between  them, 
Two  hearts  with  a single  beat. 

And  say  whence  love  comes  hither? 

Here  he  is,  we  know,  that  is  all; 

When  he  goes  tell  me  how  and  whither? 

If  he  goes,  ’twas  not  love  at  all. 

Andfwhat  love  loves  most  purely? 

The  love  that  has  no  self  quest. 

And  where  is  the  deepest  loving? 

Where  love  is  quietest. 

And  when  is  love  at  its  richest? 

When  most  it  has  given  away. 

And  what  is  the  tongue  love  useth? 

The  love  that  it  cannot  6ay. 


— H.  I.  D.  Ryder 
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IF  WE  HAD  MET 

If  we  had  met  when  leaves  were  green, 

And  fate  to  us  less  hard  had  proved, 

And  naught  had  been  of  what  has  been, 

We  might  have  loved  as  none  have  loved. 

If  we  had  met  as  girl  and  boy, 

The  world  of  pleasure  at  our  feet, 

Our  joy  had  been  a perfect  joy, 

We  might  have  met,  but  did  not  meet. 

Nor  less  in  youth’s  full  passionate  day, 

A woman  you  and  I a man, 

We  might  have  loved  and  found  a way 
No  laws  could  check,  no  vows  could  ban. 

Too  late!  Too  sad!  A year  ago, 

Even  then  perhaps,  in  spite  of  fate, 

It  might  have  been,  but,  ah,  not  now; 

I dare  not  love  you,  ’tis  too  late. 

— Blunt 


A LOVE  NOTE 

Night  is  a gray  owl 
In  a cypress  tree: 

Morning  is  a song  bird 
You  send  with  love  to  me. 

Winter  is  a beggar 

An’  your  door  he  knows, 

For  you  are  Spring’s  own  sweet-heart, 

Tossing  him  a rose. 

— Frank  L.  Stanton 


AN  EXPLANATION 

Her  lips  were  so  near 

That — what  else  could  I do? 

You’ll  be  angry,  I fear, 

But  her  lips  were  so  near — 

Well,  I can’t  make  it  clear, 

Or  explain  it  to  you, 

But — her  lips  were  so  near 

That — what  else  could  I do? 

— Walter  Learned 
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LOVE  AND  DUTY 

The  instrument  of  all  helpfulness  and  service  is 
love.  It  is  the  means  of  all  union,  the  cement  of 
society,  the  fragrance  of  the  soul.  It  is  the  essence 
of  the  law,  the  inspiration  of  life,  the  goal  of  all  en- 
deavor, the  measure  of  all  excellence.  Love  is  per- 
fection. Love  is  the  ocean  whence  come  all  refresh- 
ments, dews  and  gracious  rains,  whither  come  all  the 
tributaries  and  streams  from  the  highest  summits 
of  the  mountains.  * * * 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  belittle  the  sovereignity  of 
love.  It  is  the  splendid  delirium  of  youth,  and  bathes 
old  age  in  sunset  beauty.  It  is  the  crown  of  triumph 
and  the  solace  of  disappointment.  It  is  the  cup  of 
enchantment  that  lends  its  irridescence  to  lowliness 
and  toil,  and  yet  the  throne  of  empire  is  joyless  where 
love  holds  not  the  sceptre. 

The  songs  of  the  nations  are  the  minstrelsy  of  love, 
and  Venus  arising  from  the  waves  is  a type  of  the  ten- 
derness as  dainty  as  the  tracery  of  foam,  and  as  un- 
fathomable as  oceanic  depths.  Do  not  we  know 
that  the  love  between  twain  has  made  the  home,  and 
love  of  the  land,  the  nation,  and  love  divine,  the  per- 
petual sanctuary  of  religion?  What  gravitation 
is  in  the  material  system,  love  is  in  the  multitude  of 
souls. 

Strong  is  this  passion,  creative,  omnipresent;  yet 
is  it  supreme,  great  above  all  things  else?  Is  it  the 
Divine,  the  finality,  the  last  word? 

Can  we  call  it  ultimate,  blindly  omnipotent  over 
the  finest  spirits?  It  is  a relation,  an  affinity.  It  is 
infinite  cohesiveness.  Is  it  an  ideal?  Can  love  guide 
us?  We  may  love  evil  passionately,  stubbornly. 
We  may  love  error,  vice,  force,  indulgence.  We 
may  love  all  that  is  unlovely.  It  is  a phenomenal 
power.  But  can  a power  so  various  in  use,  receive 
the  halo  of  consecration,  and  crown  the  summit  of 
all  earthly  aspiration?  For  love  is  simply  the  greatest 
means  in  the  world.  It  moves  and  melts  men.  It 
drives  them — to  what?  It  kindles  them — into  what? 
It  is  a passion  earthly  or  divine — for  what?  Indeed, 
there  arises  often  a great  struggle  between  love — 
and  what?  Duty  I Duty,  the  sacramental  word; 
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Duty,  that  dominates  and  directs  love;  Duty,  to  whom 
love  is  the  handmaiden  and  minister. 

The  greatest  thing  in  the  world,  the  inspiration 
of  Life,  the  holiest  and  noblest  of  all  words,  is  Duty. 
It  is  obedience,  glad  and  eager,  to  the  highest  law 
that  makes  man  godlike.  Is  it  cold  and  austere? 
Then  a mother’s  love  is  wintry  and  forbidding.  Is 
it  timid  and  inactive?  Then  the  soldier  dying  on  the 
battlefield  is  a recreant  and  a coward.  The  fire- 
fighter, perishing  in  the  flames,  falls  in  the  cause  of 
duty.  The  nurse  of  lepers,  the  helper  of  outcasts, 
the  martyr  falling  that  men  may  rise,  dying  that  many 
may  live,  give  up  the  precious  light  of  day  for  duty’s 
sake. 

I am  a Jew  because  the  name  of  Israel  means  a 
martyrdom  endured  for  humanity  whose  heirlooms  we 
carry.  It  is  an  hereditary  duty.  Above  all  else, 
above  faith,  above  asceticism,  above  hysterical  senti- 
ment, above  even  worship,  is  enshrined  in  Jewish 
hearts,  the  word  Duty.  Is  it  simple?  It  is  as  manifold 
as  life.  Is  it  easy?  It  is  a perpetual  battle.  Virtue 
is  glorious  because  duty  is  hard  All  noble  things  are 
difficult,  said  the  sage  of  Holland,  all  noble  things 
are  rare.  Where  desire  and  duty  sharply  clash,  which 
shall  be  chosen?  This  is  the  crucial  question. 

Rabbi  Leon  Harrison, 
Temple  Israel,  St.  Louis. 


TEMPLE  ISRAEL 


SAINT  LOUIS 

June  14, 1907. 

My  dear  Mr.  Woolard: — 

I am  sending  you  in  this  enclosure  a 
few  paragraphs  about  Love,  running  at  the  close  into 
the  contrast  of  the  same  with  Duty.  I trust  it  will 
be  acceptable  for  your  purpose. 

I send  it  with  much  pleasure. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Leon  Harrison 
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TO  AN  ABSENT  WIFE 

*Tis  morn; — the  sea  breeze  seems  to  bring 
Joy,  health  and  freshness  on  its  wing; 

Bright  flowers,  to  me  all  strange  and  new, 

Are  glittering  in  the  early  dew, 

And  perfumes  rise  from  every  grove 
As  incense  to  the  clouds  that  move 
Like  spirits  o’er  your  welkin  clear: 

But  I am  sad — thou  art  not  here! 

’Tis  noon — a calm,  unbroken  sleep 
Is  on  the  blue  waves  of  the  deep; 

A soft  haze,  like  a fairy  dream, 

Is  floating  over  wood  and  stream; 

And  many  a broad  magnolia  flower, 

Within  its  shadowy  woodland  bower, 

Is  gleaming  like  a lovely  star; 

But  I am  sad — thou  art  afar! 

’Tis  eve — on  earth  the  sunset  skies 
Are  painting  their  own  Eden  dyes; 

The  stars  come  down,  and  trembling  glow, 

Like  blossoms  on  the  waves  below; 

And  like  an  unseen  spirit,  the  breeze 

Seems  lingering  ’midst  these  orange  trees, 
Breathing  its  music  ’round  the  spot; 

But  I am  sad — I see  thee  not ! 

’Tis  midnight — with  a soothing  spell 
The  far  tones  of  the  ocean  swell, 

Soft  as  a mother’s  cadence  mild, 

Low  bending  o’er  her  sleeping  child. 

And  on  each  wandering  breeze  are  heard 
The  rich  notes  of  the  mocking  bird, 

In  many  a wild  and  wondrous  lay; 

But  I am  sad — thou  art  away! 

I sink  in  dreams:  low,  sweet  and  clear, 

Thy  own  dear  voice  is  in  my  ear; 

Around  my  neck  thy  tresses  twine; 

Thy  own  loved  hand  is  clasped  in  mine; 

Thy  own  soft  lip  to  mine  is  pressed; 

Thy  head  is  pillowed  on  my  breast; 

Oh!  I have  all  my  heart  holds  dear, 

And  I am  happy — thou  art  here! 

— George  D Prentice 
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TO  MY  WIFE 

Trusty,  dusky,  vivid,  true, 

With  eyes  of  gold  and  bramble  dew, 

Steel  true  and  blade  straight, 

The  Great  Artisan  made  my  mate. 

Honor,  courage,  valor  fire, 

A love  that  life  could  never  tire, 

Death  quench  nor  evil  stir, 

The  Mighty  Master  gave  to  her. 

Teacher,  pupil,  comrade  wife, 

A fellow-farer  true  through  life, 

Heart  whole  and  soul  free, 

The  August  Father  gave  to  me. 

— Robert  Louis  Stevenson 


WHAT  THE  BIRDS  SAY 

Do  you  ask  what  the  birds  say?  The  sparrow,  the 
dove, 

The  linnet  and  thrush  say:  “I  love  and  I lover7 
In  winter  they’re  silent,  the  wind  is  so  strong; 

What  it  says  I don’t  know  but  it  sings  a loud  song. 
But  green  leaves,  and  blossoms,  and  sunny  warm 
weather, 

And  singing  and  loving,  all  come  back  together. 

But  the  lark  is  so  brim  full  of  gladness  and  love, 

The  green  fields  below  him,  the  blue  sky  above, 

That  he  sings  and  he  sings,  and  forever  sings  he 
“I  love  my  Love  and  my  Love  loves  me.” 

— Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge 


A MEMORY 

You  came  into  my  life  for  one  brief  day — 

Gave  me  the  laughter  of  your  lips  and  eyes, 

Touch  of  your  hand  in  mine,  then  turned  away; 

Yet  left  these  memories. 

Ah,  child,  you  brought  strange  sunlight  to  my 
gloom — 

So  carelessly  you  gave  a thing  so  fair; 

As  though  one  passed  through  some  closed  haunted 
room, 

And  dropped  a flower  there. 

— Theodosia  Garrison 
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A MYSTERY 

A mystery  this  burning  love  for  thee, 

Which  flashed  up  in  a moment  at  thy  touch, 

Like  a fierce  flame,  which,  knowing  no  control, 
Bums  on  like  raging  fire,  and  as  such, 

Does  not  abate  or  cool  its  torrid  heat, 

But  like  the  mighty  waters  of  the  sea, 

Is  fathomless  and  mighty,  and  as  strong 
As  the  armed  forces  of  the  world  could  be. 

I saw  thee — felt  thy  touch;  the  deed  was  done; 

Time  was  not  needed  to  complete  the  spell, 

For  in  that  instant  something  told  my  heart 
I loved  thee  more  than  written  words  could  tell. 
Your  love  can  be  my  heaven  or  my  hell — 

Your  love  can  change  creation  with  a kiss — 

And  in  one  instant  of  our  mortal  time. 

I can  have  lived  a thousand  years  of  bliss. 

So  wonderful  and  strong  this  passion  is 
That  I mistrust  ’tis  not  of  sudden  birth, 

But  that  I must  have  known  and  loved  thee  well 
Before  the  great  creation  of  the  earth; 

And  that  perhaps  in  other  lands  and  climes, 

Since  the  beginning  of  all  joy  and  pain, 

My  love  has  lived  for  thee  through  countless  years, 
And,  re-created,  lived  to  love  again. 

Perhaps  this  is  our  life’s  last  phase  and  form; 
Perhaps  with  this  existence  all  will  end; 

And  to  the  regions  of  the  great  unknown 
Our  souls  will  go  eternity  to  spend. 

E’en  there  my  love  for  thee  will  rise  above 
All  terrors  of  the  grave,  and  all  despair, 

For  heaven  could  not  be  heaven  wert  thou  debarred, 
Nor  hell  be  hell,  if  thou,  dear  one,  were  there. 

— Marie  Giles 


My  love  and  I for  kisses  play’d: 

She  would  keep  stakes — I was  content; 

But  when  I won,  she  would  be  paid; 

This  made  me  ask  her  what  she  meant. 

“Pray,  since  I see,”  quoth  she,  “your  wrangling  vein, 
Take  your  own  kisses;  give  me  mine  again.” 

— William  Strode 
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If  Adam  complained  that  Eve  had  lost  him  Para- 
dise, does  not  every  son  of  Adam  own  that  she  has 
regained  it  for  him?  — G.  w.  Curtis 


True  love  is  eternal,  infinite,  and  always  like  itself. 
It  is  equal  and  pure,  without  violent  demonstrations; 
it  is  seen  with  gray  hairs  and  is  always  young  in  the 


heart. 


— Balzac 


Love  is  a many-sided  sacrifice.  It  means  thought- 
fulness for  others;  it  means  putting  their  good  before 
self-gratification.  Love  is  impulse,  no  doubt,  but 
true  love  is  impulse  wisely  directed. 

— H.  R.  Haweis 

No  sooner  met  but  they  looked,  no  sooner  looked 
but  they  loved,  no  sooner  loved  but  they  sighed,  no 
sooner  sighed  but  they  asked  one  another  the  reason, 
no  sooner  knew  the  reason  but  they  sought  the  remedy. 

— Shakespeare 

Some  one  has  written  that  love  makes  people  be- 
lieve in  immortality,  because  there  seems  not  to  be 
room  enough  in  life  for  so  great  a tenderness,  and  it 
is  inconceivable  that  the  most  masterful  of  our  emotions 
should  have  no  more  than  the  spare  moments  of  a 

few  years.  — Robert  Louis  Stevenson 

Mere  passion  never  brings  happiness;  it  is  of  the 
earth,  earthly,  and  bears  the  elements  of  corruption 
in  itself.  The  love  that  does  not  come  from  heaven, 
that  does  not  look  to  heaven  for  its  perfection,  can- 
not raise,  cannot  purify  the  heart;  it  is  a restless 
wind  that  stirs  the  troubled  soul,  and  will  not  let  it 
be  at  peace;  it  is  unquiet  and  ingenious  as  self-torture. 

— Charles  Dickens 


There  is  no  other  reason  why  we  should  live  on, 
than  that  we  love  and  are  beloved.  The  moment  a 
man  has  no  one  to  love  him,  he  commits  suicide.  So 
long  as  a man  has  those  who  love  him,  and  whom  he 
loves,  he  will  live;  because  to  live  is  to  love.  If  it  be 
but  the  love  of  a dog,  it  will  keep  him  in  life;  but  let 
that  go  and  he  has  no  contract  in  life — no  reason  to 

^ve‘  — Henry  Drummond 
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A CONFESSION 

It  is  a fearful  thing 

To  love  as  I love  thee;  to  feel  the  world — 

The  bright,  the  beautiful,  joy-giving  world — 

A blank  without  thee.  Nevermore  to  me 
Can  hope,  joy,  fear,  wear  different  seeming. 

Now 

I have  no  hope  that  does  not  dream  for  thee: 

I have  no  joy  that  is  not  shared  by  thee; 

I have  no  fear  that  does  not  dread  for  thee; 

All  that  I once  took  pleasure  in — my  lute, 

Is  only  sweet  when  it  repeats  thy  name; 

My  flowers,  I only  gather  them  for  thee; 

The  book  drops  listless  down,  I cannot  read, 

Unless  it  is  to  thee;  my  lonely  hours 
Are  spent  in  shaping  forth  our  future  lives, 

After  my  own  romantic  fantasies. 

Thou  art  the  star  round  which  my  thoughts  revolve 
Like  satellites. 

— Letitia  Elizabeth  Landon 


THE  TEST 

How  great  a grief  is  this,  to  have  you  say 
That  since  I went  away 

The  skies  for  you  have  never  once  seemed  gray; 

That  you  have  never  missed  me,  never  known 
The  bitter  dreariness  of  being  left  alone. 

You  cannot  know  my  sorrow!  I had  thought 
That  for  you  I had  wrought 

Some  little  skein  of  gladness,  or  had  brought 

The  sunlight  of  your  life,  that  I had  been 

Some  little,  faltering  aid,  and  helped  you  so  within. 

But  now — what  utter  grief  for  me  to  know 

The  love  I hoped  would  grow 

Within  your  heart,  planted  so  long  ago, 

Will  never  wake;  for  absence,  dear,  has  shown 
You  know  no  dreariness  in  being  left  alone. 

— Charles  Hanson  Towns 
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IF  YOU  BUT  KNEW 

If  you  but  knew 

How  all  my  days  seemed  filled  with  dreams  of  you, 
How  sometimes  in  the  silent  night, 

Your  eyes  thrill  through  me  with  their  tender  light, 
How  oft  I hear  your  voice  when  others  speak, 

How  you  ’mid  other  forms  I seek, 

Oh,  love  more  real  than  though  such  dreams  were  true, 
If  you  but  knew. 

Could  you  but  guess 
How  you  alone  make  all  my  happiness, 

How  I am  more  than  willing  for  your  sake 
To  stand  alone,  give  all  and  nothing  take, 

Nor  chafe  to  think  you  bound  while  I am  free, 

Quite  free,  ’till  death,  to  love  you  silently, 

Could  you  but  guess. 

Could  you  but  learn 

How  when  you  doubt  my  truth  I sadly  yearn 
To  tell  you  all,  to  stand  for  one  brief  space 
Unfettered,  soul  to  soul,  as  face  to  face, 

To  crown  you  king,  my  king,  ’till  life  shall  end, 

My  lover  and  likewise  my  truest  friend, 

Would  you  love  me,  dearest,  as  fondly  in  return, 
Could  you  but  learn? 

— From  the  New  Orleans  Picayune 


TWO  TRUTHS 

“Darling,”  he  said,  “I  never  meant 
To  hurt  you;”  and  his  eyes  were  wet. 

“I  would  not  hurt  you  for  the  world; 

Am  I to  blame  if  I forget?” 

“Forgive  my  selfish  tears!”  she  cried, 

“Forgive!  I knew  that  it  was  not 
Because  you  meant  to  hurt  me,  sweet, — 

I knew  it  was  that  you  forgot  1” 

But  all  the  same,  deep  in  her  heart 

Rankled  this  thought,  and  rankles  yet, — 
“When  love  is  at  its  best,  one  loves 
So  much  that  he  cannot  forget.” 

— Helen  Hunt  Jackson 
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Before  man  parted  for  this  earthly  strand, 

While  yet  upon  the  verge  of  Heaven  he  stood, 

God  gave  a heap  of  letters  in  his  hand 

And  bade  him  make  with  them  what  word  he  could. 

— Matthew  Arnold 
Had  I been  there  on  that  red-letter  day, 

And  God  given  me  an  alphabet  to  try, 

Two  dozen  letters  I’d  have  thrown  away 

And  spelled  “life’s  happiness”  with  “U”  and  “I.” 


It  is  sad  to  love  and  be  unloved,  but  sadder  still 


to  be  unable  to  love. 


-Maurice  Maeterlinck 


Without  Love  the  world  would  only  echo  cries 
of  pain;  the  sun  would  only  shine  to  show  us  grief; 
each  rustle  of  the  leaf  would  be  a sigh;  and  all  the 
flowers  only  fit  to  garland  graves. 

— Elbert  Hubbard 


Love  is  indeed  heaven  upon  earth;  since  heaven 
above  would  not  be  heaven  without  it;  for  where  there 
is  not  love,  there  is  fear;  but  “Perfect  love  casteth 
out  fear.”  And  yet  we  naturally  fear  most  to  offend 


what  we  most  love. 


-William  Penn 


The  lover  never  sees  personal  resemblances  in  his 
mistress  to  her  kindred  or  to  others.  His  friends  find  in 
her  a likeness  to  her  mother,  or  her  sisters,  or  to  persons 
not  of  her  blood.  The  lover  sees  no  resemblance 
except  to  summer  evenings  and  diamond  mornings, 
to  rainbows  and  the  song  of  birds. 

— Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 


Love  trades  not  for  home  returns;  it  amply  pays 
itself  in  serving  its  beloved.  It  is  reported  of  one 
who,  being  asked  for  whom  he  labored  most  answered: 
“For  my  friends.”  And  being  asked  for  whom  he 
labored  least,  he  answered:  “For  my  friends.”  Love 
does  most,  and  yet  thinks  least  of  what  it  does. 

— Secker 


Love  is  a perpetual  proof  that  something  good 
and  earnest  and  eternal  is  meant  us,  such  a bribe  and 
foretaste  of  bliss  being  given  us  to  keep  us  in  the  lists 
of  time  and  progression;  and,  when  the  world  has  real- 
ized what  love  urges  it  to  obtain,  perhaps  death  wilj 
cease,  and  all  the  souls  which  love  has  created  crowd 
back  at  its  summons  to  inhabit  their  perfected  world. 

— Leigh  Hunt 
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AFTERMATH 

If  I should-go  to  you  in  that  old  place, 

(God  knows,  dear  heart,  we  trod  it  smooth  and  straight) 
And  lifting  up  to  yours  a tear-worn  face, 

Should  whisper,  “Darling,  it  is  not  too  late, 

For  life  and  love  can  soon  unbar  the  gate,” 

You  would  say  “No”  e’en  though  your  lips  were 
dumb — 

Fear  not : I shall  not  come. 

If  you  should  gather  up  the  poor,  pale  shreds 
Of  what  is  left  and  bring  them  here  to  me, 

Saying,  “Fate  tangled.  Let  us  mend  the  threads 
And  weave  a web  more  beautiful  to  see,” 

All  weeping,  I would  cry,  “It  may  not  be,” 

And  I would  cast  it  by  with  hands  all  numb — 

Nay,  Sweet;  you  will  not  come. 

We  each  have  learned  the  lesson  rapt  apart, 

The  better  task  Fate  set  us  ere  the  noon. 

The  storms  of  Life  have  beat  across  my  heart 
And  scourged  its  madden’d  throbbing  into  tune. 
Who'.would  have  looked  for  moth  and  rust  so  soon? 
Nay,  Patience,  Sweet!  God  will  bend  down  some  day 
And  lift  your  hand  to  wipe  my  tears  away. 

— Margaret  Houston 
Copyright  1905,  by  the  Ainslee  Magazine  Co 


RENUNCIATION 

I ask  of  thee  no  fond  recital  of  thy  love, 

No  vow,  no  pledge  its  sacredness  to  prove; 

No  seal  of  constancy  to  set  upon  thy  soul 

The  chain  of  willing  bonds;  no  mystic  power  to  control 

Thine  every  heart-beat.  I’d  call  forth  no  echo 
from  the  past, 

No  whispered  word,  no  sigh,  no  dream  which  could 
not  last. 

Thy  breath  upon  my  cheek,  thy  touch,  thy  rap- 
turous kiss — 

I would  not  know,  though  steeped  in  heaven’s  bliss! 

All,  all  that  was,  and  IS,  I now  forego — and  yet — 

My  soul  sits  silent  by,  while  I must  say,  “Forget!” 

— Sara  H.  McKown 
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BEDOUIN  LOVE  SONG 

From  the  desert  I come  to  thee 
On  a stallion  shod  with  fire; 

And  the  winds  are  left  behind 
In  the  speed  of  my  desire. 

Under  thy  window  I stand, 

And  the  midnight  hears  my  cry; 

I love  thee,  I love  but  thee! 

With  a love  that  shall  not  die 
Till  the  sun  grows  cold , 

And  the  stars  are  old , 

And  the  leaves  of  the  Judgment 
Book  unfold! 

Look  from  thy  window  and  see 
My  passion  and  my  pain ! 

I lie  on  the  sands  below, 

And  I faint  in  thy  disdain. 

Let  the  night-winds  touch  thy  brow 
With  the  heat  of  my  burning  sigh, 

And  melt  thee  to  hear  the  vow 
Of  a love  that  shall  not  die 
Till  the  sun  grows  cold. 

And  the  stars  are  old. 

And  the  leaves  of  the  Judgment 
Book  unfold! 

Myjsteps  are  nightly  driven, 

By  the  fever  of  my  breast, 

To  hear  from  thy  lattice  breathed 
The  word  that  shall  give  me  rest. 

Open  the  door  of  thy  heart 
And  open  thy  chamber  door, 

And  my  kisses  will  teach  thy  lips 
The  love  that  shall  fade  no  more 
Till  the  sun  grows  cold. 

And  the  stars  are  old. 

And  the  leaves  of  the  Judgment 
Book  unfold! 


— Bayard  Taylor 
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LOVE’S  POWER 

If  I were  blind,  and  thou  should  enter 
E’er  so  softly  in  the  room, 

I should  know  it,  I should  feel  it; 

Something  subtle  would  reveal  it, 

And  a glory  round  the  center 

That  would  lighten  up  the  gloom. 

And  my  heart  would  surely  guide  me, 

With  love’s  second  sight  provide  me, 

One  amid  the  crowd  to  find, 

If  I were  blind! 

If  I were  deaf,  and  thou  hadst  spoken 
E’er  thy  presence  I had  known, 

I should  know  it,  I should  feel  it; 

Something  subtle  would  reveal  it, 

And  the  seal  at  once  be  broken 
By  love’s  liquid  undertone. 

Deaf  to  other,  stranger  voices, 

And  the  world’s  discordant  noises, 

Whisper,  wheresoe’er  thou  art; 

’Twill  reach  my  heart ! 

— Josephine  Pollard 


ALL’S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL 

I 

A bachelor  sat  in  his  chair — and  he  thought — 

And  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  wouldn’t  be  caught 
And  yet  he  wanted  to  do  what  he  ought, 

And  he  thought,  and  he  thought,  and  he  thought. 

II 

A little  maid  sat  in  her  chair — and  she  thought — 

And  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  wouldn’t  be  caught; 
And  yet  she  wanted  to  do  what  she  ought : 

And  she  thought,  and  she  thought,  and  she  thought. 

III 

A bachelor  sat  in  a chair — and  he  thought — 

And  a little  maid  sat  by  him — just  as  she  ought — 

For,  alas!  they  forgot  about  not  being  caught, 

But  they  thought — 

And  they  thought — 

And  they  thought. 


— Unidentified 
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Nothing  is  difficult  to  love;  it  will  make  a man 

cross  his  own  inclinations  to  pleasure  them  whom 

he  loves.  ^ 

— Tillotson 


Love  is  stronger  than  any  wall,  firmer  than  any 
adamant;  or  if  thou  canst  namelj  anything  firmer 
than  this,  the  firmness  of  love  transcends  them  all. 

— St.  Chrysostom 

Love  is  like  wings  to  the  bird,  like  sails  to  the  ship, 
it  carries  a Christian  full-sail  to  heaven.  When  love 
cools,  obedience  slacks,  and  drives  heavily,  because 
it  wants  the  oil  on  its  wheel  that  love  used  to  drop. 

— Watson 

Love  does  not  reason.  Love  only  loves.  That 
is  why  I can  trust  myself  to  love.  If  love  stopped 
to  reason,  love  would  not  be  love.  Can  I tell  you 
why  I love?  If  I told  you  why — I would  not  love. 

— Horace  Traubel 


There  are  two  ways  of  loving — one  is  joyous,  active, 
sane,  without  questionings  and  without  bitterness — 
the  young  and  beautiful  love  which  makes  life  charm- 
ing and  is  its  recompense.  The  other  sardonic,  agi- 
tated, complaining,  more  full  of  tears  than  laughter, 
makes  its  victims  idle,  cowardly,  cruel  and  capricious. 

— John  Oliver  Hobbes 

Love  some  one — in  God’s  name  love  some  one — for 
this  is  the  bread  of  the  inner  life,  without  which,  a 
part  of  you  will  starve  and  die;  and  though  you  feel 
you  must  be  stern,  even  hard,  in  your  life  of  affairs, 
make  for  yourself  at  least  a little  corner  somewhere 
in  the  great  world,  where  you  may  unbosom  and  be 

— Max  Ehrmann 


A woman,  God  bless  her,  if  she  really  loves  a man 
has  no  thought  of  any  other;  one  at  a time  is  all- 
sufficient.  But  a man  may  love  one  woman  with  the 
warmth  of  a simoon  and  at  the  same  time  feel  like 
a good  healthy  south  wind  toward  a dozen  others. 
This  is  the  difference  between  a man  and  a woman — 
the  difference  between  good  and  bad — the  average 
woman  has  enough  goodness  in  her  to  supply  an  army 

of  men.  — “When  Knighthood  was  in  Flower.” 
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IF  I WERE  KING 

If  I were  king — ah  love,  if  I were  king! 

What  tributary  nations  would  I bring 

To  stoop  before  your  sceptre  and  to  swear 
Allegiance  to  your  lips,  and  eyes  and  hair! 
Beneath  your  feet  what  treasures  would  I fling: — 
rf£ie  stars  should  be  your  pearls  upon  a string, 

The  world  a ruby  for  your  finger  ring, 

And  you  should  have  the  sun  and  moon  to  wear — 
If  I were  king. 

Let  these  wild  dreams  and  wilder  words  take  wing, 
Deep  in  the  woods  I hear  a shepherd  sing 
A simple  ballad  to  a sylvan  air, 

Of  love  that  ever  finds  your  face  more  fair. 

I could  not  give  you  any  godlier  thing — 

If  I were  king. 

— J.  H.  McCarthy 

From  “If  I Were  King.”  Copyrighted  1901,  by  Robert 
Howard  Russell.  Through  courtesy  of  Messrs.  Harper  Bros. 


IF  I WERE  QUEEN 

If  I were  queen — ah  sir,  if  I were  queen, 

With  what  despotic  daring  would  I lean 

From  throne  to  cast  you  into  chains  and  cell, 
Despoiling  you  of  strength  you  prove  so  well, 
Bidding  you  to  ponder  on  your  plight 
In  gloom  so  dense  it  were  eternal  night — 

In  such  a lowly  state  and  station  mean, 

Your  beads  of  pain  and  passion  thus  to  tell — 

If  I were  queen. 

Then  would  I seek  you,  tender  as  a saint, 

With  gentle  words  I’d  heal  your  righteous  plaint, 

In  perfumed  waters  all  your  bruises  lave, 

Then  clad  in  purple,  bend  my  knee — your’slave, 
And  crave  your  grace  to  on  your  kingship  lean — 

If  I were  queen. 

— Maude  De Verse  Newton 
Copyrighted,  1907,  by  Sam  F.  Woolard. 


Fifty-two 


All  That’s  Love-ly 


OUR  OWN 

If  I had  known  in  the  morning, 

How  wearily  all  the  day 
The  words  unkind  would  trouble  my  mind 
That  I said  when  you  went  away, 

I had  been  more  careful,  darling, 

Nor  given  you  needless  pain; 

But — we  vex  our  own  with  look  and  tone 
We  might  never  take  back  again. 

For  though  in  the  quiet  evening 
You  may  give  me  the  kiss  of  peace, 

Yet  it  well  might  be  that  never  for  me 
The  pain  of  the  heart  would  cease! 

How  many  come  forth  in  the  morning 
Who  never  go  home  at  night, 

And  hearts  have  been  broken  for  harsh  words 
spoken 

That  sorrow  can  ne’er  set  right. 

We  have  careful  thought  for  the  stranger, 

And  smiles  for  the  sometime  guest, 

But  oft  for  our  own  the  bitter  tone, 

Though  we  love  our  own  the  best. 

Ah,  lip  with  the  curve  impatient, 

Ah,  brow  with  the  shade  of  scorn, 

’Twere  cruel  fate  were  the  night  too  late 
To  undo  the  work  of  morn. 

— Margaret  Elizabeth  Sangster 


TO  ELLEN 

Oh ! might  I kiss  those  eyes  of  fire, 

A million  scarce  would  quench  desire; 

Still  would  I steep  my  lips  in  bliss, 

And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss: 

Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be; 

Still  would  I kiss  and  cling  to  thee: 

Naught  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever; 
E’en  though  the  numbers  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest’s  countless  seed, 

To  part  would  be  a vain  endeavor; 

Could  I desist? — ah!  never — never! 


— Byron 
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To  love,  one  must  get  in  the  way  of  the  lovely, 
which  is  never  far  off.  Near  every  man  is  an  attrac- 
tive woman  who  may  set  fire  to  his  feelings.  For 
woman  is  a match  that  should  strike  a light  when 
man  approaches. 

But  for  this  he  must  keep  open  heart.  Love  follows 
sight,  and  one  should  not  let  too  much  of  the  world’s 
beauty  pass  unused.  Many  meet  the  lovely  unprepared 
and  look  without  seeing.  The  heart  must  be  in  the 
eyes  to  catch  a fascination,  and  one  should  see  that 
his  heart  is  free  when  it  approaches  the  good. 

— Austin  Bierbower 


To  have  known  an  ideal  friendship,  and  had  it  fade 
from  your  grasp  and  flee  as  a shadow  before  it  is 
touched  with  the  sordid  breath  of  selfishness,  or  sullied 
by  misunderstanding,  is  the  highest  good.  And  the 
constant  dwelling  in  sweet,  sad,  recollection  on  the 
exalted  virtues  of  the  one  that  has  gone,  tends  to 
crystalize  these  very  virtues  in  the  heart  of  him  who 


meditates  them. 


-Elbert  Hubbard 


“What  of  Love?”  asks  one.  Love  holds  in  its 
leashes  the  circling  suns  and  systems  of  the  universe. 
Love  is  the  all,  the  all  of  the  progenitor,  the  all  of 
his  offspring,  and  the  all  of  the  lover.  Eliminate 
these  loves,  and  the  “Love  for  the  Good,  the  True  and 
the  Beautiful,”  and  Love  were  not  Life,  for  only  the 
loving  live.  _M  M MtJRD0CK 

Let  us  love.  Do  not  be  afraid  of  loving  too  much. 
Love  is  the  fulfilling  of  the  law. — Katherine  H. 
Newcomb  Can  we  love  those  whom  we  undervalue? 
Esteem  and  love  go  together. — William  Ellery 
Channing.  We  are  all  born  for  love.  It  is  the  prin- 
ciple of  existence  and  its  only  end. — Disraeli.  Love 
not  only  has  right,  but  is  always  right. — Marie  Elinor 
Echenback. 

A man’s  heart  is  an  office  desk,  wherein  tender 
episodes  are  pigeon-holed  for  future  reference.  If 
he  is  too  busy  to  look  them  over,  they  are  carried  off 
later  in  “Father  Time’s”  junk  wagon,  like  other  and 
more  profane  history.  -Myrtle  Reed 
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CHANGES 

Whom  first  we  love,  you  know,  we  seldom  wed. 

Time  rules  us  all.  And  life,  indeed,  is  not 
The  thing  we  planned  it  out  ere  hope  was  dead. 

And  then,  we  women  cannot  choose  our  lot. 

Much  must  be  borne  which  it  is  hard  to  bear; 

Much  given  away  which  it  were  sweet  to  keep. 

God  help  us  all!  who  need,  indeed,  His  care. 

And  yet,  I know  the  Shepherd  loves  His  sheep. 

My  little  boy  begins  to  babble  now 
Upon  my  knee  his  earliest  infant  prayer. 

He  has  his  father’s  eager  eyes  I know; 

And,  they  say,  too,  his  mother’s  sunny  hair. 

But  when  he  sleeps  and  smiles  upon  my  knee, 

Amd  I can  feel  his  light  breath  come  and  go, 

I think  of  one  (Heaven  help  and  pity  me!) 

Who  loved  me,  and  whom  I loved,  long  ago; 

Who  might  have  been — ah  what,  I dare  not  think! 

We  are  all  changed.  God  judges  for  us  best, 

God  help  us  do  our  duty,  and  not  shrink, 

Amd  trust  in  Heaven  humbly  for  the  rest ! 

But  blame  us  women  not,  if  some  appear 
Too  cold  at  times;  and  some  too  gay  and  light. 

Some  griefs  gnaw  deep.  Some  woes  are  hard  to  bear. 
Who  knows  the  past?  and  who  can  judge  us  right? 

Ah!  were  we  judged  by  what  we  might  have  been, 

And  not  by  what  we  are — too  apt  to  fall! 

My  little  child — he  sleeps  and  smiles  between 
These  thoughts  and  me.  In  Heaven  we  shall  know  all! 

— Robert  Bulwer  Lttton 


It  isn’t  the  thing  you  do,  dear, 

It’s  the  thing  you  leave  undone, 

Which  gives  you  a bit  of  a heart-ache 
At  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

The  tender  word  forgotten, 

The  letter  you  did  not  write, 

The  flower  you  might  have  sent,  dear, 

Are  your  haunting  ghosts  to-night. 

— Margaret  Elizabeth  Sangster 
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LOVE’S  PRAYER 

If  Heaven  would  hear  my  prayer, 

My  dearest  wish  would  be, 

Thy  sorrows  not  to  share 

But  take  them  all  on  me; 

If  Heaven  would  hear  my  prayer. 

I’d  beg  with  prayers  and  sighs 
That  never  a tear  might  flow 

From  out  thy  lovely  eyes, 

If  heaven  might  grant  it  so; 

Mine  be  the  tears  and  sighs. 

No  cloud  thy  brow  should  cover, 

But  smiles  each  other  chase 

From  lips  to  eyes  all  over 

Thy  sweet  and  sunny  face; 

The  clouds  my  heart  should  cover. 

That  all  thy  path  be  light 
Let  darkness  fall  on  me; 

If  all  thy  days  be  bright 

Mine  black  as  night  could  be; 

My  love  would  light  my  night. 

For  thou  art  more  than  life, 

And  if  our  fate  should  set 

Life  and  my  love  at  strife, 

How  could  I then  forget 

I love  thee  more  than  life? 

— John  Hat 

Used  by  special  permission  of  Messrs.  Houghton,  Mifflin  & 
Company,  authorized  publishers  of  Mr.  Hay’s  poems. 


WHEN  LOVE  IS  OVER 

Only  in  August  my  heart  was  aflame, 

Catching  the  scent  of  your  Wind-stirred  hair, 
Now,  though  you  spread  it  to  soften  my  sleep 
Through  the  night,  I should  hardly  care. 

Only  last  August  I drank  that  water 

Because  it  had  chanced  to  cool  your  hands; 
When  love  is  over,  how  little  of  love 
Even  the  lover  understands! 

— Lawrence  Hope 
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THE  SWEETEST  FLOWER  THAT  BLOWS 

The  sweetest  flower  that  blows 
I give  you  as  we  part; 

For  you  it  is  a rose; 

For  me  it  is  my  heart. 

The  fragrance  it  exhales 
(Ah,  if  you  only  knew!) 

Which  but  in  dying  fails, 

It  is  my  love  for  you. 

The  sweetest  flower  that  blows 
I give  you  as  we  part; 

You  think  it  but  a rose; 

Ah!  me,  it  is  my  heart. 

— Frederick  Peterson 


CUPID  SWALLOWED 

T’other  day,  as  I was  twining 
Roses,  for  a crown  to  dine  in, 

What,  of  all  things,  midst  the  heap, 

Should  I light  on,  fast  asleep, 

But  the  little  desperate  elf, 

The  tiny  traitor, — Love  himself, 

By  the  wings  I pinch’d  him  up 

Like  a bee,  and  in  a cup 

Of  my  wine  I plunged  and  sank  him; 

And  what  d’ye  think  I did? — I drank  him ! 
Faith,  I thought  him  dead.  Not  he! 

There  he  lives  with  tenfold  glee; 

And  now  this  moment,  with  his  wings 
I feel  him  tickling  my  heart-strings. 

— Leigh  Hunt 


Better j3it  still  where  born,  I say, 

Wed  one  sweet  woman  and  love  her  well, 

Love  and  be  loved  in  the  old  East  way, 

Drink  sweet  waters  and  dream  in  a spell, 

Than  to  wander  in  search  of  the  Blessed  Isles 
And  to  sail  the  thousands  of  watery  miles 
In  search  of  love,  and  find  you  at  last 
On  the^edge  of  the  world,  and  a cursed  outcast. 

— Joaquin  Miller 
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We  love  to  love,  we  live  to  love;  it  is  the  heart’s 
food  and  nourishment,  and  the  soul’s  highest  happiness 
and  bliss;  some  other  being  must  be  blended  with  our 
own,  else  our  existence  is  objectless,  our  natures  un- 
availing; no  human  power  or  ingenuity  can  invent  or 
suggest  any  lasting  means  of  satisfaction  without  this 
elixir  of  life,  which  sweetens,  sustains,  and  perpetu- 
ates it.  The  bosom  which  does  not  feel  it  is  cold; 
the  mind  which  does  not  conceive  it  is  dull;  the  phil- 
osophy which  rejects  it  is  false;  and  the  only  true 
religion  in  the  world  has  pure,  reciprocal,  and  un- 
dying love  for  its  basis. 

— Acton 


When  God  formed  the  rose  He  said,  “Thou  shalt 
flourish  and  spread  thy  perfume.”  When  He  com- 
manded the  sun  to  emerge  from  chaos,  He  added, 
“Thou  shalt  enlighten  and  warm  the  world.”  When 
He  gave  life  to  the  lark,  He  enjoined  upon  it  to  soar 
and  sing  in  the  air.  Finally  He  created  man,  and  told 
him  to  love.  And  seeing  the  sun  shine,  perceiving 
the  rose  scattering  its  odors,  hearing  the  lark  warble 
in  the  air,  how  can  man  help  loving? 

— Anastasias  Grun 


The  game  of  love  is  the  same,  whether  the  player 
be  clad  in  velvet  or  in  hodden  gray.  Beneath  the 
gilded  ceilings  of  a palace,  or  the  lowly  rafters  of  a 
cabin,  there  are  the  same  hopes  and  fears,  the  same 
jealousies,  and  distrusts,  and  despondings;  the  wiles 
and  strategems  are  all  alike;  for,  after  all,  the  stake 
is  human  happiness,  whether  he  who  risks  it  be  a peer 
or  a peasant. 

— Lever 


The  cure  for  all  the  ills  and  wrongs,  the  cares,  the 
sorrows,  and  Hie  crimes  of  humanity,  all  lie  in  that 
one  word  “love” ; it  is  the  divine  vitality  that  every- 
where produces  and  restores  life;  to  each  and  every 
one  of  us  it  gives  the  power  of  working  miracles  if 
we  will. 


— Lydia  Maria  Child 
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Good  night ! I have  to  say  good  night 
To  such  a host  of  peerless  things ! 

Good  night  unto  the  fragile  hand 
All  queenly  with  its  weight  of  rings; 

Good  night  to  fond,  uplifted  eyes; 

Good  night  to  chestnut  braids  of  hair. 

Good  night'  unto  the  perfect  mouth, 

And  all  the  sweetness  nestled  there. 

The  snowy  hand  detains  me,  then 
I’ll  have  to  say  good  night  again. 

But  there  will  come  a time,  my  love, 

When,  if  I read  the  stars  aright, 

I shall  not  Unger  by  the  porch 

With  my  adieus.  Till  then,  good  night. 

You  wish  the  time  were  now?  And  I. 

You  do  not  blush  to  wish  it  so? 

You  would  have  blushed  yourself  to  death 
To  own  so  much  a year  ago — 

What ! both  those  snowy  hands?  Ah,  then 
I’ll  have  to  say  good  night  again. 

— T.  B Aldrich 

Used  by  special  arrangement  with  Messrs.  Houghton,  Mifflin 
& Co. 


WHEN  SHE  COMES  HOME 

When  she  comes  home  again ! A thousands  ways 

I.  fashion,  to  myself,  the  tenderness 

Of  my  glad  welcome:  I shall  tremble — yes; 

And  touch  her,  as  when  first  in  the  old  days 
I touched  her  girlish  hand,  nor  dared  upraise 
Mine  eyes,  such  was  my  faint  heart’s  sweet  distress. 
Then  silence:  And  the  perfume  of  her  dress: 

The  room  will  sway  a little,  and  a haze 
Glog  eyesight — soulsight,  even — for  a space: 

And  tears — yes;  and  the  ache  here  in  the  throat, 

To  know  that  I so  ill  deserve  the  place 
Her  arms  make  for  me,  and  the  sobbing  note 
I stay  with  kisses,  ere  the  tearful  face 
Again  is  hidden  in  the  old  embrace. 

— James  Whitcomb  Riley 
From  Love  Lyrics  Copyright  1899.  Used  by  special  permission 
of  the  publishers.  The  Bobbs-Merrill  Company. 


All  That’s  Love-ly 


Fifty-nine 


ALONE 

I miss  you,  my  darling,  my  darling, 

The  embers  bum  low  on  the  hearth, 

And  still  is  the  air  of  the  household, 

And  hushed  is  the  voice  of  its  mirth; 

The  rain  splashes  fast  on  the  terrace, 

The  winds  past  the  lattices  moan, 

The  midnight  chimes  out  from  the  steeples, 
And  I am  alone. 

I want  you,  my  darling,  my  darling, 

I’m  tired  with  care  and  with  fret; 

I would  nestle  in  silence  beside  you, 

And  all  but  your  presence  forget. 

In  the  hush  of  the  happiness  given, 

To  those  who  through  trusting,  have  grown 

To  the  fullness  of  love  in  contentment; 

But  I am  alone. 

I call  you,  my  darling,  my  darling, 

My  voice  echoes  back  on  the  hearth; 

I stretch  my  arms  to  you  in  longing, 

And  lo!  they  fall  empty  apart; 

I whisper  the  sweet  words  you  taught  me, 
The  words  that  we  only  have  known, 

Till  the  blank  of  the  dumb  air  is  bitter; 

For  I am  alone. 

I need  you,  my  darling,  my  darling! 

With  its  yearning,  my  very  heart  aches; 

The  load  that  divides  us  weighs  harder — 

I shrink  from  the  jar  that  it  makes; 

Old  sorrows  rise  up  and  beset  me, 

Old  doubts  make  my  spirit  their  own; 

0,  come  through  the  darkness  and  save  me, 
For  I am  alone. 


— Robert  J.  Burdette 
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